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41 To het Grace the Ws 
»& y | O F-- wc: & 


PORTSMOUTH. . 


Madam,” | 0d BLN 

+# Sophonisba receiv'd ſoms applauſe upon the Stage, 1 arrogate 
" nothing from the qrerit of the Poem, but as I ought, with the 
humbleſt acknowledments and profoundeſt gratitude, impute 
it to the ſgoourable gſpetts of the Court-Stars. But above all, 
1 muſt pay my adorations to your Grace, who ag \yoy are the moſt 
Beautiful as well in the bright appearayces of Body, as.in the im- 
mortal ſplendors of an elevated Soul, did ſhed mightier influence, 
and darted on- me a largeſs of glory anſwearable to-your ſtock of 
Beams, Hannjbal himſelf, whoſe hardy Spirit never bow'd but to 
the fair imperapus Roſalinda: way, he wha in. ſpite of Beauties 
Charms, 'durſt gaze upon that Sun with Eagle-eyes," and tax her 
* with a blemiſh, now making his approaches to your Grace, ſeems 
awed with the ſource of ſo many rayes, and dazl'd with a preſence 
ſo illuſtrious. He ſees, with new bleedings, Eyes more attrattive 
'than thoſe of Roſalinda, ſomething more delicate in your ſhape, 
and lofty in your meen ; an Air ſo charming ſweet, that *tis mira- 
culous it (hou d be Majeſtick too: Smiles of more delightful Shine 
than April Suns ; ſuch ſoftneſſes and languiſhings, as the almighty 
Poets hand cannot deſcribe, nor Painters Pencil ever draw. For 
my own part I am reſolved to look up to you daily, and dedicate 
my Life and Labours to your Grace, to ſpend all the ſtore of my yet 
unexhauſted fancy in your unbounded Fame. For I declare to be 
wreath'd in Lawrel from head to foot, is not comparable honour to 

that of being, Madam, ; 
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Your Graces moſt humble 


and devoted Servant, 


A 3 NAT. LEE. 
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SCENE Zama. 


: | : 'F* 


TRAGEDY 


SOPHONISBA 


{ ACT 1. SCENE L 


Evnter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, Guards aud Attendants. 


Han. Onqueſt with-Laurels has our Arms adorn'd, 
And Rome in Tears of blood our anger mourn'd. - 

Like Gods, we paſt the ruggid 4/pind hills, | 

Melted our way, and'drove our hiſſigg Wheels 

Through Cloudy Deluges, Eternal Rills: . 

What after ages ſhall with pain believe, x 

Through burning Quarries did our paſſage cleave; . rd 

Hurl'd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus'd, | 

Whoſe horrid force the Nerves of Flints unloos'd:: 2047 

Made Nature ftart/to ſee us root up Rocks, . | 

And open all her Adamantine Locks ; *) 

Shake off her Mafly” Barrs ; o're mountains go, A 

Through Globes of Tce, and flakes of ſolid Snow.:: 

On our laſt Elephant while we did ſleep, 

In Arnus foggy Fensand Marſhes deep, 

One light we loſt , for Carthage underwent 1 

Wars tedious toils, our Blood and Spirits ſpent, 

And all the ſtock of health which bounteous Nature lent. 


PEy 


. 


Mah. But 'what return has that flow City made 2 
Admir'd by Foes, you were by Friends. betray'd, 
' While you abroad fam'd Battels/bravely fought, | 
The Traitor Zahno your Jeſtfution fought "I 
No ſuccours were for .your aſſiſtance meant ;-. 
For till to Rome Latelligence was ſens. 


(1 . 


'2 Sophonisba: Or, 


Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country ſell, 


Dare they review our dangers with diſdain, ? 


"* GR A oo 


That did the Carthaginians ſtrength declare, 
Which way = Pa , and what __ _— were. 
' . Bom. Byiis deſign your Brothers death was weought,- -- 
When he Arm ow. with Nero fogght. BY , 
Toe-well that Barb'cous States-man Hanno knew, 
If Gallant A/drubal ſhould joyn with you, 
The Romans cou'd no hope of ſafety have ; 
No Power on Earth'cou'd their loſt Empire fave: 
With wicked Policy he therefore try'd 
Your two all-conquering Armies to divide. 
How fatally did his curit Plots ſucceed 2 
When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed. 
Han. Great States-men Kings ſhou'd watch,while they employ; 
Leſt, what they build, thoſe underhand deſtroy. 
Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known 
Oaly on Land, - but on the Ocean ſhown - 
Where Fleets divided, by cloſe praftis'd Arts, 
Have-melted Womens Eyes, and Souldiers Hearts: 
Bom. Now all the Fiends thoſe Traytors drag to Hel, 


& 


Han, How wou'd the Slaves have quak'd, had they but ſeen 
The flights of 7rebid, or of Thrafimer, 
Or dreadful Canne. ? 


- Where the dire Siſters bit the Roman Looms, 


As if their hands were tyr'd with cutting dooms. ; 
Bom. Where fourfcore valiant Senators we kill'd, 7- 

The blood of ſeventy thouſand Souldiers ſpill'd, $ 

And great Emilius death our Conqueſt ſwell'd, 
Han. Whenall with crimſon ſlaughter cover'd o're, 

We urg'd our Horſes through a flood of Gore; 

Whilſt from the Battlements of Heaven's high Wall 

Each God look'd down, and ſhook his awful head, 


| Mourning to ſee ſo many thouſands fall, 


And then look'd pale to ſee us look fo red. 

Mah, That was a Time worthy ſevereſt Fate, 
When viftory on Hills of Heroes 1at, 
And turn'd her Eyes all blood-thot on the Fray, 


And laugh'd, and clappd ther wings, and bleſt the day. 


Han. And are we thus at laſt rewarded then 2 - 


rw 


Hannibal's Overthrow. 3: 
Dull Counſellors, who only talk of harm, h 
Sleep till high Noon, to coſtly Banquets fwarm, C 
And with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm, 
Inſtead of fighting Scipio, let us haſte, 
Set fire to Carthage ; lay her glories waſte; 
Melt all their hoarded Treaſures down, and pour 
Into their thirſty Throats the ſcalding Ore, 
Bom, Go on, great Sir; their truſty Coffers bura ; 
Their Towring pride to deſolation turn. | 
Mah. How I ſhou'd laugh, to fee their Ermins ſmoke ! 
May Sulph'rous flames their gorged vitals choke. 
Han. Maherbal, ſtay ; though Carthage us'd me ill, 
Spite of my wrongs, ſhe is my Countrey till : 
My Father, the great Maſter of our Arms, 
(Who, while he gave me life, heard loud Alarms) 
Swore me Rome's Foe, when in my ages bud, oy 
Wean'd me from Milk, and nursd me up in Blood, c 
And taught me to be obſtinately good : 
Rome, the Worlds Gyant Empreſs, to invade, - 
Till her bright fame ſhould ſhrink into a ſhade, C 
And all her Golden Spires in duſt were laid. © : 
Bom. Carthage, and Rome, which did fo long divide 
The troubl'd World,. to prop their weighty pride, 
Will brook no more each others mighty ſway; | 
The Gods to this or that muſt give the day : 
Since ſuch Majeſtick power to both is given, 
As each might take up all the care of Heaven. 
Mah. Beſides the natural hate to Rome you bear, 
With Scipio, Love obliges you ro War, 6 
Since Roſalinda 1s a Pris'ner there. 
Heavens! ſhall he dare to keep your Love in bands ? 
Beauty like hers, Swords, Hands, and*Hearts commands: 
Han. O, my Maherbal ! thou wert always kind, 
See'ſt all my good, but to my ills art blind: 
HadI by thy advice my Sovldiers led, 
Hot with their Joys, and ftriding ore the dead, 
To Rome, to Rome, my Warrior But, ris loſt ; 
That hour, that did ſo many laſt hours coſt / 5 
The Gods and opportunity ride poſt. 
Melting at Capua Fin pleaſures lay; _ 
And for a Miſtreſs gave the World away. 


Mah. 


—— 
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_Sophonusba : Or, i 


Mah. Grid e you the World ? Cou'd I ſuch hearts ſubdue, - 


' Were I great Fove himſelf, I'd give Heaven too. 


But I am rough, and not for. Women made, 


. In Natures courſeſt mold by Fortune laid. 


Take Scouts along, unſeen .s Spirits pry, 
And learn the poſture of the Enemy - 
Learn, if thy Rnowledge may ſo happy be, 


Han. Haſte to the Romay Camp, Bomilcar, "2 | 


"Where Roſalinda mourns for Liberty ; 


Seek her as thou wou'dſt Wreaths for Glories Toll, 
As after Conqueſt thou woud'ſt ſeek for Spoil. 


The SCENE drawn, diſcovers a pleaſant Grotto, King Maſli- 
niſla, Maſlina, a»d Menander * Wo upon a Bank: Soft Mu- 
fick is heard. | | 


K. Maſ. Since love, the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown, 
That fires Ambition, and adorns Renown ; 
Fhat with ſweet hopes does our harſh pains beguile, 
And midſt of Javelins makes the Souldier ſmile ; 
Since this great Trophie's loſt, quite loſt co me, 
What wretched things muſt Fame and Empire be ? 
Men. Yet once your Soul was of another ſtrain, 
And ſtill you talk'd how God-like 'twas to Reign, 
In myſtick Empire to be plac'd alone; 
And your Cheeks burn'd when you beheld a Throne ; 
Ey'n in your Nonage haughty were and bold, p | 
And ſmiling wou'd your Fathers Scepter hold, , © 
And talk'd, when young, how you wou'd rule when old... 
K. Maſ. Ambition then I lov'd ; but now abhor. 
Maſſ. What is Ambition, Sir? 
- K. Maſ. The luſt of Power. 
Like glory, - Boy, it licenſes to kill ; | 
A ſtrong temptation to do bravely ill; tl 
A bait to draw the bold and backward in, — 
The dear bought recompente of higheſt ſin - 
For when to death we make the conquer'd yield, 
What are we, but the Murd'rers of the Field? 
Men. 1n gallant Souls, Ambition is no more 
The Bawd of Empire, or the luſt of Pow'r, 
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 Hantubal's Ozerehrop., 
Than lawful Mirth is lewdneſs in a Bride, / ** 
Or Neatneſs in a Veſtal Virgin, Pride. 
. - K. Maſ. Thenbeitſo; yet I will out no{more, 
Since Love has wrack'd me on the long'd-for ſhore. 
Noe, but I had a Soul cou'd ſtorms outwear, 
Durſt againſt Rocks, or over Quick-ſands ſtcere 
For Love, if Yenus had like Faxo bid, 
I durſt as much as e're Alcides did - 
But I amfloſt ; nothing, Maſſina, now ; | 
With Love's each blaſt, I like a Bull-ruſh bow ; 
Am I not alter'd much of late ? 
 Maſf.. Alas/ 
You look like wither'd Flowers, or Mountain Graſs. 
K. Maſ. O Sophenisba, oh |! 
Mafſ. Why _ my Lord? 
Speak, for I will revenge you with my Sword. 
What cruel Vulture's this that tears your breaſt 2 
Like feſter'd wounds, it takes away your reſt. 
You will grow mad, I think; you watch all night, 
| And with your groans the croaking Ravens fright, 
_ Whois it. that theſe killing'griefs has wrought, 
That bends your brow, and turns you into thought 2 
K. Maſ. My ſorrows load, alas! thou canſt not bear, Y 
Mafſ. Think you my Soul is capable of fear 2 © | 
What is it, for your ſake, I cou'd not bear 2 
K. Maſe Maſſina, thouart all that I wou'd have ; 
Thete's nothing after thee, but a low Grave : 
Obdurate ſtubborn heart, ſtill wilt thou hold 2 
Obſerve me, Boy, when thou ſhalt ſee me cold, 
Grown by my death a longer line of Woe, , 
Pale as wrong'd Lovers Ghoſts, that ſigh below ; 
Then learn to curſe the Author of my Fate, _ 
Maſſ. What horrid things are theſe,: which you relate? 
K. Maſi Thee from thy Childhood I have train'd with care, 
Fh' painful Diſcipline of tedious War : : HEEL 
In Mountains, bred thee, and on barren Sands,! - + -; 
And led thee near the Sun, through high parch'd Lands; 
Show'd thee to chace wild Boars upon the Heath, 
And taught thy Infant Hands the Trade of Death, 
When I o| Boccar hotly was purfu'd, 
Andforc'd to plunge into the = Flood, n 
; ou 


' Or like ſmall Clouds upon the Mountains, brow ; 


Sophonisba : Or, 


Thou leap'ſt in after ine. wal nad Tl 
Maſſ. 1 did, my Lord. | , 
But you forgot the Whirl-pool in the Ford ; WP 
Where when 1: ftruggld, and my firvogeh grew flack; 
You daſh'd my Fatey and bore me:on your back: . - 
So through the Helefpont Europa rode, 
Half dead with fear, thqugh moved. on 4 God. 
K. Maſ. But, my Maſſina, there's one danger more, 
More dreadful than alt thoſe we paſt penwone y 
Vile Women.. 
Maſſ. Women, Sir, I oft have. ſeen 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, 


But never thought they Thunder bore till now. 
I know they are all black, have rowling:Eyes, ': 
Thick Lips, flat Noles; Breaſts of mighty ſize. 
K. Maſ. Thou never yet in ſhining Courts haft bees, 
Nor the fair part of Woman-kind haſt ſeen; 
Who cloſe. #n Africk Palaces reſide, < 
And from th” injurious Sun: their Faces: hidy 5 
To whom compar'd, "theſe ſeem: all hidbous night; 
But thoſe, like 'Cinth1ais Silver Creſcent, bright.” * 
Mafſ. Is it a'ſin ro be acquainted, Sir, 14. (4 , 
With, thoſe white Maids, that are ſo: fine and fair? 
K.. Mef. Shun 'em *Mafin.3,; as thow wou'dit thy Fate ; JG 
As things which by Antipathy. wt hate! ws. if, «db 
Not all the horrouts'ef w/bloody War, ! wp © M1ON 2912 
Not Lions, Tigers, Juch hid Fury bars [2932 $32D 
Thoſe appear Monſters; but: thoteiſeem bn mild ;-* #1 > - iv. 
None ever yet deſtroy'd}obuv {tilt tht friilldob Vir wc OTE) 
They are alt p16, diea: thep appear." alby goo? 28: oigJ 
Like Lightning, while they" glirter/clhep defivoys n' 70! nat 
Lye down ſweet Youth.” A'tair white Womagyy wig -\\1-l 
Of” what'thou ſeeftme now; 'the'cruel: Cauſe ; | 
Though clear her form appear'd, without one "Fg q it 
Bright as thoſe Bodies which o're darkneſs reign, | 
Her SoaÞ is blacker thanthe 'Skin of 245075; 
For Fraud with"Beanty do's his todging take; 
Mafſ. Then Beauties breaſt is like a bank of Flowers, 
That oy hides a ul and v8ly; ——_— 
| SEE 


* 
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|: Hannibal's Overthrow: 
K. Maſ. There's not one fafe, and fair: all Seas of Sia, 
Shou'dſt thou be us'd, alas! as I have been, 
*Twou'd make thee Gray : hear not my ſtory told. 
Maſſ. Will Women if they uſe me make me old 2 
K. Maſ. 1 had a Miſtrifs once, 
For her I fought, and did her Cauſe maintain 
Againſt the World upon the liſted Plain: 
The Gods too know with what obliging ſmiles, 
And bluſhing joy, ſhe prais'd my mighty toils: 
And when to kiſs her hand I bended low, - 
She made it meet my Lips, and preſt 'em too. 
All this in Publick, but fram ftght remov'd, 
Fierce were our Joys, and with a looſe we lov'd. 
Menan. You may remernber, Sir, that I was by, 
Call'd as witneſs to the ſecret Tye : : 
Thrice we invok'd the God of Marriage there, 
With rich Sabean ſcents perfuni'd the Air, f 
Andutterr'd facred Vows, and binding Prayer, 
K. Maſ. When you were gone, 
And none but I left with that charming Maid, 
What furious fires did my hot Nerves invade 2 
With epen arms upon my bliſs I ran, 
With pangs I graſp'd her, like a dying man - 
Like Light and Heat, incorporate we lay ; 
We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Day: 
Maſſ. Now as I love bright Arms, the Stroy's fine ! 
Tell it all night, my Lord, the Stars will thine. 
K. Maſ. Soon as the Birds did on the morning call, 


Her brighter Eyes a ſhow'r of Tears let fall : 5 


Which in my panting Boſom trickl'd down, 
She preſt me cloſe, and cry'd, Muſt you be gone? 
Then round my Neck her ſnowy Arms did twine, 
She ſigh'd ; But will you be for ever mine? 
Will you be true 2 and then our lips did joyn. 
Maſſ. Kind, pretty heart. 
K. Maf. Her laſt words were, 
Hear me, ye Gods, may I be aever bleſt, | 
If Maſinifſa be not tg this. Breaſt | c 
The ſweeteſt, deareſt, everlaſtingGueſt, 
Yet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deliding ſhe, * 
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Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting me B 2 While 
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8 | Sophonisba : 0r, 
White I for Carthage follow'd Wars alarms, 
Reſign'd her ſelf up to anothers Arms, 


Enter Lelius, and Varro. "750 3 
Lel. At length he's found: riſe Maſſinifa, riſe; = 


Shake off theſe Clouds that hang about your Eyes: 
Glory's in view, and courts us with her call, 
New ſtorms of War like Hailaround us fall. 
Par. Fury, that fat at home, on maſſie Shields, 
Now heaves 'em up, and ranges through the Fields ; 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs 
Lel. Syphax and Aſdrubal their Forces joyn, p 
With Arms the Mountains, and the Vallies ſhine: 
Ha! what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains ? 
Is your high blood congeal'd within your Veins, 
That from the duſty Field you thus retire, 
And ſeek cool Shades, when all the World's on Fire ? 
Yar. Kings caſt their Silks, and Armour make their Robe; 
Inſtead of Lutes, ſhril Trumpets charm the Globe ; 
Yet you from this great Race of Honour run, 
Wave falling Palms, and courting Laurels ſhun : 
Why ſhou'd you Sophonisba's loſs bemoan, 
When Syphax, who enjoys her, cries, Come on? 
K. Ma/. Ha { That the baſe Uſurper did but dare 
Meet me alone, without his crowds of War ! 
Zet. It you die here ſo ſilently, you'l fall 
As it Fate knew not. of your Funeral ; 
And cens'ring Fame will ſay, when you are gone, 
His Thred of Life was by a Woman ſpun. EDT 
But, Yarro, we miſtake; this is not he, 
This is ſome Porer on Moralify ; 
Some ſ{tudious Youth, who does the Heav'ns ſurvey, 
And in dull Science fools his Life away. "4 
K. Ma}. Awake! Where haſt thou been my drowſie Soul, - ; 
In Zethe ſteep'd, or freezing near the Pole? | | f 
I feel her now my benumb'd Limbs inſpire, | 
My _ thoot, and dart, and mount up higher, 
Like ſparks that ſcatter from a kindling Fire : 
The Plots of Love inglorious are and dark, 
Blindly he aiots, and Night is all his mark - 


< " C - + 


Hantubal's 0ve:thrap, 
Like Day I'll dart him through and through; I will: . 
To cure my honour, I my Love will kill ; © | 
Kill her my ſelf, cut picce-meal atl ther Charms. 
War; how it ſounds / away, to Arms, to Arms; 
Let's go where the Illuſtrions Sc7pio calls ; 
Til be the firſt ſhall ſcale proud Carthage Walls: 
Wing'd with,our Glory, come my Friends; kt's fly,” . .. 
To conquer bravely, oras bravely die. 4 

Lel. Spoke like your. ſelf; thus we our homage pay ; 
So look'd Achilles when Troy loſt the day. 

Var. Fierce and majeſtick as young Mars, you ſtand : 
"Tis fit that look, this A4frick ſhould command. 

K. Maf. As Lovers, big with expeRation, burn ; 
My Soul to Battel does all fiery turn : 
Swift as the Gods, in haſte out-ſtrips the Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the day behind. 
Yet ſtay ; methinks I am uneaflie ſtill; 
What real pleaſure can it be to kill - 

Lel. Frail Prince! how wavering all his Ations be} 
By Paſſions toſs'd in Love's tempeſtuous Sea ? 

ar fires the brave. | 

*K. 3aſc Yet War contraQts a guilt ; 
And the brave grieve when many Lives are ſpilt : 
Love like a Monarch, merciful and young, 
Shedding no Blood, effeminates the ſtrong ; 
But War does like a Tyrant vex us more, 
And breaks thoſe Hearts, which Love did melt before. 

| AL Ot 2 | [ Excant; 


— —_ 


'ACTH, SCENE1T. 
Enter Scipio, X, Maſliniſla, Maſſina,Menander, Lelius and Varro. 


| — —— — 


Scip; He Scouts of Z7aunibai, have they ſurvey'd 
The Camp ? 
Lel. Your will exattly was obey'd. 
Scip, I hear, my gallant Friend, and grieve to hear, 
That you the Chains of Sophonisba wear ; 
In Glory's School you had the foremoſt Name, 
Skull'd in the dark myſterious Book of Fame, - Did 
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os -Sophanizhas: Os, 


Did thoſe wort! Charafters with pleaſure: read, 
Which told the Stories of the mighty dead : 
Bur by this a& of ſoftneſs you will-drown 
Thoſe Noble parts, and forfeit your Renown ; 
Truant to al! the Honour'that.you had, 
Drunk with Love's Tears, with-Smyles of Beauty Mad, 
K. 2qf. I trove, Sir, by your great atchievements taught, 
To drive this Beauty from my labriingthoughtr ; : 
But I as well-to Heaven 'might carry Wars, 
And quench the influence of our erofler-Stars : 
Like thoſe with fatal Fires, the gilds my way, 
And leads me on, ' that I may further ſtray. 
 Scip. Then muſtangry grow, ſince you are frail, 
And Corrofives apply, where Cordials fail; X 
To me prove civil; for'your felt be wiſe; 
You have my friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. 
K. Maſ. Mean you, my Lord, not Sephonisba love? 
Scip. As ſhe's the Foe of Rome, T1-difapprove 
All Treaties with her : ſhake her off in time, + 
Or againſt Honour you commit a Crime. 
K. Maſ. And wou'd you have me live? | 
Scip. When ſhe is dead: y 
Why ſhou'd yon wiſh her life, that has- betray'd 
Both you and Rome ? Syphax, whom I had wrought, 
Her cunning Tongue to ſide; with Carthage brought: 
By Heaven [ ſwear, If ſhe my Captive de, 
F'll uſe her as the Romans Enemy. 
K. Mof. You'd have me ſhake her off and live; I'de know, 
Whether this Fleſh you wear you can forgo, 
And be the ſame? Here through my Boſom run 
Your Sword ; and. when the bloody deed is done, 
When your Steel ſmoaks with my Hearts reeking Gore, 
Bid me be well as e're I was before. l DES 
Scip. You arereſoly'd it ſeems to croſs my will; 
But from a Friend F'}l conſtrue nothingill,; 
K. Maf. O then endure yet more, and let-me ſpeak, 
Without ſome vent my lab'ring Heart will break : 
'Tis as a Friend your Life, your Life I ſpare, } 


Ll 


Not as you, more than King, Rome's Conſul are 
The far-ſam'd Scipio,” and | 
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But urge me not $00 far. 5; for-I, may. grow-:: |) 1:  / 
Beyond all limits, juſt revenge purſue, |': - 
{1 And Blinded by.;my rage, let fly at--you, LEM 
j Scip. Unhand hum—By the Gods your worlt I dare, 
lf A ſingle Arm Rome's Cpnſul.canngt fear: | 
i I ſhine;above. thee like, a Star fixed higher, | 
Whom though you,cannot reach, you may admire. 
K: Mafi Like Meteors rather you falſe glory take, 
Whoſe ſhort-liv'd blaze, low Earthy Vapours make : 
= fince with fancied Fires i fill on er X 
Wl | Shall not one' Prince, at your dread-alpett dies. ' | 
| Scip. Bon haje err'de, Your Teyal's a an ends | 
| Heaven ! /That 1 c're thould call this'man my Friend! 
| blow cou'd my Soul ſo groſly.be'&'reſeen #! 
"8 From all Mankind. wert qhou; ſeleQcd then 2 -- 


| O moſt ungrate! A nreoryoes Kings 
ii No good did ever from;this-Jferigt-{pricig.. 1+ 
Did I for this each-Rowgn friendhiprſhut; 
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Hannbal's Ozerthrow. 13 


K.Maſ. Stay Conſul, ſta pA my Friend, my noble-Lord; 
Cou'd' you then calt me off for one. raſh-word? 
Forſake me ever 2 O you never loy'd 
Your Maſiniſſa, who cou'd be thus mov'd. 

Go. if thou pleaſe, leave this ungrateful, King, 
This ſavage, barb'rous, .indigeſted thing, 
What &'re my Paſſion. did, ſhou'd pardon'd be, 
For I confeſs'you are a God - me. 

Yet it had been more triendly. and more kind, 
Not to have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. 

Scip, But was 1t poſſible in this our ſtrife, 
That- Maſiniſſa ſhould attempt my Life 2 , 

K. My/. Pronounce my Death, .cut off theſe curſed Hands, 
Send me to Syphax, bound with thameful bands, 

That I may all the fubtleſt torments bear, 

And after death no more. reproaches. hear. 

Scip« By this return of Virtue, I am made 
For ever yours ——Say, da I now'upbraid? 

Are theſe reproaches ? | 

K. Maſ. O ye Powers look down, . 

And hear me ſwear by, your Eternal Throne. 

Whatever this your likeneſs ſhall command, 

Though Sophonrsba from my trembling Hand, £ 

I will obey: or curſe me where I ſtand. 

Scip. As your firſt Trial, ſtrait to. Cirta fly, 

And perjur'd Syphas at his. Gates idefie, 
Our Troops muſt conquer when led on by you; 
* Chiefly his Wife endeavour. to ſubdug : ke 
Whoſe ſubtile working Wit wrought all this carp, . ra 

And with her beautious grieſs renew/ghthe War..: ..... -. 

K. XMaſ. This Youth, .my Kinſman; as-A pledge leave; - 
My All, the darling of my Soul! reggive.:,,; ,... 7 v0 
AsI in War ſhall falſe or faithful be, anal xawan I No 
So may juſt Heaven do both to bir and, IMG. »; _ RR 

Maſſ. Ah! if I am that darling of y your Heart, / *L N60 
How can you l-ave me thus forlorg behind 2. ;. 3062 90 Nv 
Take me xg. I __ rok rope fs T! video 26, vom 42 £ 
That made you ſeem; tifu of a2 F 

K. Maſ. Now all the Gods thy precigus ORs _ 
Something that's fatal ſure _ Tears-portehd z'.; , 1117; 
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14 ophensba : Or, : 
I was not ni'd te weep. IEEE? 
|  Scip. Nor muſt not- now. 
At your return we will to Zamago z \ 
From hence to Bagrada our Forces draw, 
To try our ſtrength with dreadful Z/amnibal, 
And keep that famous Conquerovr in awe, 
That talk'd of giving Laws. ith Capitol, 
K. Maſ. My Blood boils in my Veins,”and catches Fire ; 
Such words, ſuch courage would the Dead inſpire : 
Yes, we will fight, my Lord, with Fawnibal, 
To bloody 'count his boaſted Valour call, | 
Scip. Like ſome vaſt ill-built Tower, fo high he grows, 
His Marble front nods with each blaſt that blows. 
K. Mafſ. Our Arms like Thunder levell'd at his Crown, C 


Shall all at once, hur'd by our rage, ruſh on, 
And in a 'moment roll his Glories down. 
o 1 os (6 {HManet Maſſina /oltes. 
Maſſ. Was ever Youth'unfortunate as-t? 
But T will be reveng'd on him, and die. 
Perhaps to loſe me in_ the: Wars he fears, 
As if my Sovl did not out-go my Years. 


| Enter Rofſalinda. 
Ref. Tve ſeapd with muelt ado the Tribunes Hands ; 
But *cis the Conſul who muſt break my Bands, 
And ſend rye with a Paſs-port'back——— Who's there 2 
i 113-091 211 # TSS0 * 3; -*:79 


What are you?” --. | go 028 | 
Mafſ. Firſt inſtrut me' Whit yot? are, 
And how you came'to be'this Heavenly fair : 
What is it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh and bright, 
The Red of Roſes, or the Ciflies White 
1''] Rofi Were you ne're thts b&fore 2 
* af Maſf. 1 never 'knew, +01 pngcphwy 
Such Agues in my Blood; 4nd Feyers too. 
Rof. Vl leave-you, Sir. '* ENS 
| Maf. You cannot if you wou'd ; | | 
You may-as eaſily forgo your Blood+"! | ©? > 
-Like that, I'll þluſhing creep about you wry OY DLC 
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Hanrubal's Overthrow. 
Maſfſ. Alas! I do not know zi | 
Something there is which Nature will not ſhow : 
When e&'re you ſpeak, as at melodious Strains, - | 
There's ſomething purls and trickles through my Veins 
Like Quick-ſilver it moves, fo cold and fait ; 
Then my Eyes twinkle as they'd look their laſt. 
Ref. It ſhews like Love ; but in its birth deſtroy 
A paſſion which ſcarce pity can enjoy. | 
Maſſ. Perhaps you think me born of common Race; 
But Royal Blood does my high Lin grace : 
Ah! do not then pur out this harmleſs flame;  * 
Since from your-Eyes the tingling 'toriment came. 
Ref. In vain your Paſſions ardour you alledge, 
The Forr's impregnable, break up your Siege; 
No force, nor Art can the leaſt Out-work win, 
There's one for you too mighty enter'd in - 
The haughtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt Man 'ovn Earth, 
Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth. 
Maſſ. To his Immortal Kindred leave him then , 
You may be better plac'd with Blood of Men. 
Beſides, who knows but his Divinity, 
As Gods will ſometimes very froward be, NR 
May chance take pet as you in Love engage, - 
And Thunder you to Pieces in his Rage? 
Rof. *Tis true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, ' 
All Cruel, Glorious ; dangers thick he wears : 
Not to amuſe you, when I have nanfd all 
That's Great, and Lovely, think on Fannibal. 

Maſſ. Is't poſſible ! | 
In Age can Beauty ought that's lovely ſpy ? 

Can Dreams of Glory waking Youth ſupply ? 

Roſ. Though his Blood mov'd like freezing Currents ſlow, > 
Were his Head whiter than the 4/pire Snow, 6 
My Youth, his Age, into one Piece ſhould grow. 

Maſſ. All you have faid, I know, in jeſt was ſpoke ; 

What ſhould you do with ſuch a ſapleſs Oak 2 
When a yoling pleaſant Vine fo near you ſtands, 
And bows with all his Cluſters to-your 'Hands. 

Roſ. Honour-to Youth and Beauty I preier, 


I'm for the beſt and bravelt Man in War ; 143 
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"x6 -Sophonisba Or, 

And ſince the World knows none ſo' great as he, .' *. 
None elſe ſball Lord-of my Afﬀetion. be: | 

In ſhorter Joys let other Maids delight; 

Thoſe Tranſttory pleaſures of a Night ;- 

But I more laſting happineſs deſign :. 

In my Illuſtrious Warriour's Heart to-ſhine,, 

And have my [Name on his high' Tomb/engrav'd, 

This, this is ſhe who, Hannibal.enſlav'd. | 

Maſſ. Though I no dawn of Comfort. can deſcry, 

Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will engage, 

And every thought of Royalty caſt by, - | 
Through all-the.:World- attend you as your Page :- : | 
For all my Pains' L willnat beg one Kiſs, ef 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War ; 

Give a kind look, and I will prize the Bliſs 

Above thoſe-hopes-whijch the Ambitious bear. +, . 

Rof. Since, then you are: reſolv'd a while to wait; + 

As your firſt task, ſhew me the Conſul ſtrait ; 

My Beauty: like a Comet ſhall ariſe, 

That Temperate Lord of Nations to furprize, c 

F11 Thunder-in his Ears, and Lighten in his Eyes, 2. || Extunt.. 


SCENE The Carthaginian Camp: 
Hannibal zs diſcover'd in his Tent, fitting at a Table with Lights. 


Han, How great's the care, the toil and lingring pain, 
That racks-a General's Breaſt, and brea ls his:Brain / 
Argus a hundred Lights had, I but one, | 
Yer all the Day 'tis-buſie 4s tle Sun; | C 
And all the Night *tis watchful as the Moon. ., »- 


When ſhall I, fleep from Noiſe 'and Buſineſs freed 2- 


"Tis huſh'd, but Beauty Buſineſs does ſucceed: - 

Beauty which-Fove cou'd draw from Heav'ns high Tower; 5 
When Nyrmphs in Groves his Godhead ſtoop'd radore, c 
So much he lov'd Delight, above almighty Power: 

In his deep Blood the ſoft Contagion: ran, 


Staining his Son, that vaſt Immortal-Man, 


The Great Alcides; who a Diſtafft made 
©f that huge Club, "which Nations could invade ; | 
| . Wou'd 


Hanmpbal's Ozerthrow. 


Wov'd in his Miſtreſs Glaſs kind looks deviſe, 
Leſs'ning the Glories of - his God-like Eyes, 6 
And tun'd his .mighty voice to tender cries. 

Since Gods themſelves,. and God-like Men have lov'sd, 
Why ſhould not I with Beauty's Charm's be mov'd ? 
The higheſt Power has Love's blind Mazes trod; 

Then ZZannibai love on, and imitate a God. 


Enter Bomilcar. 


Bomilcar here 2. fo ſuddenly return'd ? 
You look as if your Journey you had mourn'd.. 
Bom, My Lord, we were difcover'd.. 
Han. Ha! How then? | 
Was your loſt freedom given you agen 2 
Bom. The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we werez. 
Commanded us to diſſipate our fear: 
Thea to his Officers gave ſtrict command, 
To let us take a view of every Band ; 
But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ftrift Diſcipline ! 
Han. You ſpeak, Bomilcar, as-you knew not mine, 
Bem. My Lord, your Pardon if I ſay, theſe Eyes 
Ne're yet beheld ſuch. gallant Enemies, 
When we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp, 
He generouſly diſmis'd us from the Camp. 

Han. This Civil brav'ry has oblig'd me ſo, 
T ſhall to Battel with half fury go; 
Doubts enter here, which yet my Breaſt ne're felt - 
Doubts beget fears, and. fears my. courage melt. 
But of my Love, Couſin, you nothing ſaid ; 
Is ſhe alive? how I that anſwer dread / c 
Or is it poſſible ſhe can be dead 2 

Bom, Though in the ſearch our utmoſt Wit eſlay'd, 
We novught cou'd hear of that 1Iluſtrious Maid. 

Han. Perhaps his-Heart, for temp'rance ſo renown'd. 
From her all-conquering Eyes might.take a Wound, 
And now he keeps her cloſe : which ſhould he dare, 
With Fire and Sword we'll carry. on the War. 

Yes, we will inſtantly our Bodies join ;. 
The World's at ſtake;, let it be. his or mine. 


17 


18  Sophonisba: Or, 

Bom, Throw boldly at the Sum which the Gods fet ; 
A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met, 6 
That on your ſide will all their Fortunes ber. 


Enter Maherbal, 


Mah. Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent, behold 
Sights that may chill the fiery, daunt the bold; C 
Shrill Trumpers Eccho through the Arch of Heaven, 

Battels proclaim'd, and bloody ſignals given : 

Two Suns their gawdy Charriots Curtains furl, 

And at each other brandiſh'd Lightning hurl, 
"Red bolts ruſh flaming through a bloody Sky, 2 


Wounding the Air, vaſt pointed ſplinters fly, 
Immortal Spirits drop down, and ſeem to die; 
A Hoſt of Heavenly Warriors bright and gay, 
Appointed ſtand, and ready for the fray - 
In Golden Arms their ſhining Chiets appear, 
Helmets and Shields of Diamonds they weer, : 
[108 And Spears with Stars of value fet, they bear. 
"tl ; Fan. The end of all things fure is drawing nigh. 
IH Mah. Through the void place ſwiſt Darts obliquely fly ; 
! lf Black ſwarthy Demons hold # hollow Cloud, 

| And with long Thunder-bolts they Drum aloud ; 

Their Trumpets all with Sur-beams are inlay'd, 

['M Where dreadful founds by fiery Breath are made, . 
il Mountains are-buried in the Womb of Earth, 

il A Grave they find where firſt they had their birth, 
Our Houſhold-Gods fweat as they ſtand, and all 
Your Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall. 
A Wolf but now, his Jaws all bloodicd o're; 
And by his fide a Savage foaming Boar, 
Your Ont-guards fac'd, and ſhvghter there began; 
Nor ſtop'd they, bat through all the Army ran, 
Till fatiated with Blood, rhe Monſters fled, 
Vaniſh'd from fight, and in dark Foreſts hid. 

# | Han. Lead to the place from whence we may deſcry 
Wl! Theſe dreadful igtes that fill the Sky. 

[|] Command our Prif\ts a Sacrifice prepare, 
T' appeaſe the angry Demons of the Air. [ Exeunt. 
| _ ; 


Hannibal's @uerthrow:; ry 


The SC EN E' draws, diſcovers a FHeauen of Blond, two Suxs, 
Spirits in Battel, Arrows (hot to and fro in the Air; Cries of 
yielding Perſons, &c. Cries of Carthage is fall'n, Carthage, &c. 


Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. What mean the Gods by theſe phantaſtick forms #- 
And unprovok'd, why do they raiſe fach ſtorms > *' 
Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear, 
The ſure deſtruction of ſome State is near. 
Our General's mov'd, his angry looks dart Fire, 
And noble Rage does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 
Han. Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers Divine, 
Shall in our Death the Remax glory ſhine> 
Has Fate our ruin fix'd 2 Is it decreed, 
That Carthage fall, and ZZaunibal muſt bleed » 
Yet with unſhaken Souls our doom we'll wair, 
And periſh bravely, though unfortunate: 
Yes, ye malic.ous Powers, this Zannibal, 
Whom you untimely to deſtruction call, © 
Still what he was, ſhall like a Souldier fall. 
Let Haxno ſhiver in the arms of Death ; 
But loud reports ſhall wait our parting Breath : 
We'll drown the talking Gods with our laſt cry, = 
And carth ſhalt thunder back upon the Sky. 
[Exeunt. 


— 


-ned 


ACTIIL SCENEL. 
A Roman Camp. 
Enter Scipio, Lelius, Attendants, Varro, Guard. 


Srip. "2 ſtrange that we no News from Cirta hear ; 
No Souldier thence ? | 
Lel. None, Sir, does yet appear. 
Scip. *Twere fic ſome Tribune with our Hozle ſhould go, - 
And the Tatents of Xaſimiſa know, | 


Enter 


20 * _ Sophonisba: 0r, l 
Enter Roſalinda, and. Maſlina. 

Roſ. Where is the General» By your Majeſty, 

And auguſt Garb, you ſhould the Conſul be : 
If ſuch you are, I charge you ſet me free. 

Scip. Your ſtrict Commands are told in ſuch way, 
The'Conſul d6ubts wjiether he ſhould obey ; . 
Nor know I Fair one, what, or whoſe you are, 
Wrengfully held, or Priſoner of War. 

Roſ. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine, 
"Tis fit youſtrait my liberty enjoyn ; 
To keep me here againſt.my Will, is wrong, 
Since I to ZZarnibal the Great belong: 
Dare you detain what's his? 

Scip. We all things dare, 
But would not willingly offend the Fair; 
None ſhall preſume your. freedom-t0} deny ; 
It with the gift we may your ftiend{ifp,buy. 

Roſ. My triendſhip 2 Noz to death I hate you all, 
All that bear Arms again my*#annibal g 
A Man fo great, I, though a Roman. born, 

Can for his ſake, my Friends, and Country ſcorn ; 
Who drives the. braveſt of you'from'the Field, 

As I in Cities make all Beauties yield, | 

Rome ! ſhe's not fit, though ſhe her Head lay down, 
To be his Foot-ſtool, when he mounts a Throne. 

Scip. My yet unſhaken Soul, with Virtue bound, 

No force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound - 

But Mars and Cupid now at once appear, 

And ſtrike me with an Obje@ fierce and fair. 

How her Eyes ſhine 2! What killing Fires they dart ? 
And all within I feel the fatal ſmart. 

Away with her, ſhe is a.Sorcerels, .go.. 

Maff, Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember ſhe's your! Foe ; 

Beſides, .Tlove hers and if the depart; al. on 

Or ſuffer any wrong, 'twill.break my Heart. 

By all-thoſe noble Protniſcs you made, ' + 1 of needs. 
When 4/drabal in Spain before- you 'fled, | |. | F | 
And I your Priſoner was, you loy'd me, then; Fic! 
With Gold and-Jewels -ſeft. me home again, | f 
And hung about my Neck. Diamond Chain. .2.... 


Scip. 


Hanmbal's Overthrow. 
Scip. At your requeſt, the {hall got go, bus: lax. 
With me: 


Maſſ. With you? Diſpatch her, Sir, away, 
A Rival ia my Love I cannot bear : AY 


Love-toys, my Lord, below-your greatneſs are, 
They'l take you off the buſineſs of the: War,' / , 9. 
Scip. Though War ufurp the Day, Love claims the Night; 
At leaſt we'll try this Am'rous new delight, r, 
Maſſ. Yes, you may try, but ne're can pleaſe like me ; 
You'l (till be dreaming, Sir, of Victory,, ;";; 
Of ſtorming Forts, and digging Tren Ss deep, 
And call for Arms, and, break your Miſtrels's ſleep, ,. 
Roſ. The ſerious trifles of your, love ayjourns . 
For know I view you-both-with equal ſcora. 
O mighty Hannibal thou all-Divine,, | ., - 
This loyal Heart ſhall never be hut thine; | .. --- ., - 
How fittle theſe compar'd to thee? how law.?. — ... 1 
Scip. Trophies as great, and conqueſt Wwe can thow,. 
Nobleas thoſe which his fam'd Arms adorn, - -,: 1 -. 
From as dire dangers Victory have torn. 7 
Ref. "Tis true, ſome Glory you atchiev'd in Yyain, _ 
And C arthagina 'by ſurprizE did gain ; 5 v4 4") 
For your late conqueſt poorly did conſpire, © | « 
Pretending Peace, you ſet the Camp on Fire: 
Yet you will loudly talk of Roman Fame, 
When all your Eagles Daye-like flew ſo t; (0G 
But Hannibal with noiſe = War pro. wo ho gaob LOSS. in, 
Makes the World ſtart atihis-unequ ; khoD ail 
He like ſome bn Whale, . who as he laves,: ,.. - 
With his bright Armory gilds all the waves ; \. 
Daſhes the fxighted Nations from. his dey 
That pale and dan -4- WD, oft; ric 


Orre all the ; watry R iga)a 

The Ocean's Lord, 8-1 Torn: of;the IJ * 

While your tame Legions, like the.ſmal WY. Arir9 9 

Glide F Aves on, and only. bonbe by: im | 
Scip. Take: her Maſina 

To Freed 5g I a 

Bear her Where e's LEO 


by : 6h 1s 
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vÞ Sophoniab: Or, 
She's gone; and now.I am as heretofore, 
My panting Heart with thirſt of Glory burns ; 
Fame flies before, and beck'ning Fortune turns, 
Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and Maſlte Shields, 
And all the wonted Objetts fancy yields, - C 
Black Hills, and duſty Plains, and bloody Fields. 
Enter Maherbal 
What art thou 2 "Tis the Conſul ſpeaks. 
Mah; From” Hamniball comme with yoll to treat, 
E're Fortune half the frighted World defeat : 
The Grace whictt+for his Spies you did command, 
He thanks you'for : But with his Sword in Hand; 
He who nere yet'a' Parley wiſh'd: with Rome, 
Since War is to the dreadfol upſhot come, 6 
Would hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's doom. 
Scip. *Tis granted z where's the place a 
Mah. On Zama's Plain,  - 
Attended otily with'five hundred Men ; 
Soon as the Morn's firſt blufhes ſhall appear, 
Expet the terrour of ybur Armies there. FExir; 
Scip, Won 's it were-done, the great dgciſion made 3 
Rome Crown'd, and 1 n rhe Duſt great Carthage laid. 


| Biter Trebellins. 

Treb, Laurels, and all the Trophies Conqueſt yields, 
Colours and Standards, * bought with Blood in Fields, 
King Maſiniſſa does to "$55 io (end, 
His God-like Maſher, /and his War- like Friend.” 

Scip. Relate in brief"the Progreſs of his Arms. 

Treb. Soonas King Syphax heard our dread Alarms, 
He ſent ſome Troops'of Horſe abroad to ſcour, | 
Which were by equal nutnbers put. to rout. "ap 
Urg'd with deſpair, a94"Vy his charm] Wike, [4 be Chu 


Whoſe Beauty has been Gal. ro liis Life, 
He came in perſofr forth, to end the Rrrite,- 
Our Pattels joyn'd, and free! ily it was fi 
Till to the ft oops were rough; 
uw Maſini tian e's 


ES EL Jo 2. ed 


Scip. 


Hannibal's Overthrow. 23 
Scip. Some wond'rous att of fortitude was: ſhown, ff! 
Which cou'd reſettle Troops halt overthrown: © » 
Treb, WherSe're our General turn'd, death mark'd his look, 
And whom he ey'd, with his cold Arrow -flrook;; © 
Like ſome vaſt flame he made his glorious way, * 
And all about him delolation lay.. | 
Syphax, whoſe name he made to: Heaven refound, 
With cries of ecchoing Joys at laſt he'found, ; C 
Trembling, though with his Guards encompaſs'd round ; 
Swift as revenge could dart, he on him flew, 
Whom from his Horſe with his Hands force-he drew, & 
And piercd his Heart in both the Armies view : 
Whictr ſeen, with one-conſent the Souldiers fled, 
* Asifall hopes were with their Monarch dead. 
Sctp. Cirta ſhould after ſuch a loſs, in courle, 
Surrender to the Victor's dreaded force. 
Treb. It did, Great Sir: To Maſiniſſa now 
The graveſt Lords with willing homage bow ; 
Where, as I did amongſt the foremoſt ride, 
. *Twas wiſh'd the Queen might prove the Vicor's. Bride. 
Scip. I rather with thou cou'dſt not conqueſt boaſt, 
And that the King were with the Battel loft. 
To Cirta, Lelius, inſtantly repair, 
And make that ſubtile Queen our Priſoner : 
If Maſiniſſa ſhould oppoſe you, ſay, 
'Tis my Command, who ſwore you to obey. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Hannibal, 'Maherbal, and Bomilcar. 
Han. My Reſalinda freed, and in my Tent ? 
But wherefore was that Stranger with her ſent ? 
Thou haſt a Tempeſt raisd within my mind; 
Speak , was this Youth ſo fair, and the fo kind? 
Bom. Your Roſalinda's Beauty did appear 
Bright as Noon-day, all —_ ſprightly clear : 
Buthe who led her, feem'd fo ſoft and young, 
As if that Pity handed Love —_ 
And tears his bluſhing Cheeks did fo adorn, 
Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn, 
Fan. Ceaſe thy unwelcome praiſe; what'did ſhe ſay - 
Bom, That ſhe would there for your appearance ſtay - 
D 2 


24 | n Sophonisba : Or, 
I bow'd, and went;/-but being curious grown, - 
I ſtopp'd a while,. to mark that Fair unknown :; 
When ſhe with languiſhing intreaties. ſaid, 

Is this your Love? Shall I net be obey'd > 

Be gone, be gone ; if Zannibal ſhould come, 


And but ſuſpe&, Death were your certain doom. . 


Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate; with Ravens 
Thy tale at Midnight tothe dying tell: 
Oh! it has pierc'd me hike a poyſon'd Dart, 
Which by degrees infeQts the Blood and Heart ; 
And now it higher: mounts, divides. my Head, 
Where like a Plague its pointed venoms fpread. 
My Brain ten thouſand various tortures turn; 
Now Agues chill me, and now Fevers burn. 
Oh Roſalinda ! Falſe Np Maid, 
Aml for loſs of Glory thus repaid 2 
But let's away, to my Pavilion lead ; 
That Raviſher of all my hopes ſhall bleed, 


Enter Roſaltnda, aud Maſlina. 


*Reoſ. Why will you ſtay 2 If you did ever love, 
Let me conjure you from this =_ remove. 


Maſſ. Permit we as your Memal Servant ſtay, 
And near your perſon ſigh my Life away : 
is that ſo much - BOT 5 

Rof. Tt cannot, 1nuſt not be, 
That you ſhould idly ſpend your hours with me: 
You like the golden Planet of the Day, 
Should as you riſe, all glorious ſet, all gay ; 
A generous pity does my Heart ſubdue, 
Which bids you now eternally Adieu. 

Mafſſ. Say, your diſdain. 
Methinks I go as if I had no Heart : 
But.ſince you are'reſoly'd it muſt te fo, 


Near to ſome murmuring brook P11 lay me down; 


Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 
My Tears ſhall ſwell *em up that I will drown. 
Enter Hannibal,' Bomilcar, Aſper. 
Rof. Maſſina, ſtay; I ftritly charge you hve. 


Han, Not Heaven, nor Earth can grant him a reprieve, 


dwell, | 


Alas! how can I part ? 


». 


[Exeunt. 


Since 


Hannbal's. Overthids, 


Sinct Hannibal has vow'd'that he ſhall die : 
- Bomilcar bind him, | bind himinſtantly : 
Falſe Roſalinda / Bear him from my ſight, 
And ſhade his Beauties with Eternal Night. 
Is it for this at laſt we meet again? 
Wou'd thou had(t ſtill the Conſul's Captive been, 
Roſ. Oh Hannibal! can you reſiſt my Tears ? 
What change is this your ſtormy temper wears 2? 
He ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 
'Tis I command you ; dare you diſobey ? 
Han. Be gone, he dies who liſtens to her Pray'r ; 
Pall off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear, 
With Fetters fret his ſoft and ſupple Skin ; 
Too light a pennance for ſo foul a fin, [Maſlina i taken away. 
Rof. If Roſalinda yet has any part * | [ Kneels. 
Left in that cruel, yet renowned Heart, 
This Strangers freedom inſtantly enjoyn, 
And you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. 
Han. How darſt thou plead for him, falſe as you are ? 
Falſer, if poſſible, than thow art fair: 
In his behalf no Interceſſion make, 
His torments ſhall be doubled for thy ſake. 
Ref. Hencetorth wrong'd Innocence from Courts retreat, 
Thou beſt, but rare companion of the great : 
Since thus abus'd, ah! vilit them no more, 
But reſt thy ſorrows at ſome Shepherd's Door. 
Han. Oh guilt! canſt thou to Innocence appeal, 
Who to this Youth ſuch kindneſs did reveal ? 
Rof. If pity kindneſs be, 1 was moſt kind, 
Who all my ſoftneſs to his griefs reſign'd ; 
And what but Marble Hearts could ſee him mourn, 
Yet ſo much ſweetneſs with ſuch ſorrows ſcorn 2 
Han, Pity like yours,” that does ſo ſwittly move, 
Is the fore-runner of approaching Love. 
Ref. Unworthy of the honour you polleſs; 
My Paſlion's great, wou'd I cou'd make it leſs : 
Know, moſt unjuſt, and jealous, therefore vain, 
For Jealouſie's great weaknes in great Men ; 
My conſtant Soul did for thy gfory wave, 
The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful, and Brave. 
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26 Sophonisba : Or, 
My charms, the cold. and temp'rate Conſul felt, 

Whilſt Beauties Beams did fiercely on him play; + 
The Froſt, which long had bound his Heart, did melt, 
And Love like Sun-ſhine thaw'd his Ice away. 

Han. Your looks methinks have quite another Air ; 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try'd, 

So faint Loves Colours in your Face appear, 
Like Silks that loſe their gloſs with being dy'd. 

Roſ. That Scipio, nor this Prince, whom cruel you. 

Have bound, cou'd nothing on my Heart prevail, 
Is as Heaven's high Decree moſt juſtly true; 
And I am Innocent, as thou art trail. 

Han, Alas ! 'twas Innocence, to fay, Be gone, 
If Hannibal ſhould but ſuſfe&, you'r dead. 

Rofſ. Compaſſion, for a Love I could not own, 
Urg'd me to ſpeak: what you have heard, was ſaid ; 
Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, 

And yield him fafe into the Conſul's Hands, 
Without delays or murmuring free him ſtrait; 
Or may your Lawrels never more be green, 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 
Nor Ro/alinda but with frowns be ſeen. 

Han, Stay, Madam.——Haſte, the Captive Prince unbind ; 

My Heart to others rough, the Souldiers crime, 
As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to Wind, 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to time - 
Forgive my temper, hard'ned with the Steel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt Immortal Man, 

Till Love let fall a blow, that made me reel, 

And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran ; 

Can you forgive the rudeneſs of my mind ? 
Ref. Forgo your Jealouſie, and Tle be kind. 


Enter Maſſina «#nbound. 
Han. May a raſh Man, wrong'd Prince, your Pardon crave 2 
Maſſ.. No, Sir, my Pardon you thall never have 
For know, ] hate thee on a double ſcore, 
Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow'r: 
Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, 
ShouldSluſh to be diſhonour'd ſo agen. 


Hanmibal's. Overthrop.-- 
Fall, die, diſpatch, to Fortune's malice bow, 
Thy Royal Uncle would not own thee now. 
Life profer'd with-the World, I wou'd not take ; 

Yet I could live for Roſalinda's fake : 
Speak Hannibal, wilt thou thy ſhare reſign » 
Roſ. He' may ; but I can never part with mine. 
f. How, never ? 
Rof. Never, 
Maſſ. O unkind hard Heart / 
Love when he thot me, ſure miſtook his Dart, 
Or chang'd with Death, whoſe quick deſtroying Shaft 
Thus drinks my Blood, thus with a fall deep draught. 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Ref. H6ld, cruel Prince; the Dagger from him wreſt. 
Han, Too late, alas! I drew it from his breaſt. 
Roj. What have you done ? _ 
Maſſ. Only my Body drain'd 

Of that ſick Blood, which Zannibal had Nain'd : 

What lefs than death could I to honour give ? 

And Love negle&ed, charg'd me not to live. 

Now you may take him, take him to you all, 

This cruel, haughty, happy Zannibal. - 

Han. The busnefs of our Life's a ſenſleſs thing ; | 

Why burns th ambitious Man to be a King? 

Or to what purpoſe does the Warrior call 

For Arms? Or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall 2 

Sport ſor the Gods; -they whirl us here and there, 

As Boys blow watry bubbles'in the Air. 

My help! — 

Maſfſ. Ah let me not be touch'd by thee, 
If Foes may capable of pity be. - - 
Your Roſalinda ſerze,' and with her fly - : | 


To Gold'n Beds; 'embrace: her faft, while 1. 


Within my dark and duſty Dungeon lie. [Dres. 


Han, Crouds of ill-boading thoughrs my Soul diſmay. 
His Body to the Roman Camp convey, 

Hearsd in a Mourning Chariot, foftly tread, _ Dn 
And look ſo fad that they may think-you dead: F They bear off 
Roſ. This your ſufpition of my honour was: © the Body. 
See the effeQs, where Jealoufie's the cauſe. _ 


Ah 
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28 \Sophonisba :. Gr, 


Ah cruel Yifor, I could curſe thee,now 3 --::7 

Wiſh all thy Lawrels blaſted on thy brow. ; 

Love ſick'ns, with this deed, my Tranſports fade, 

Would we were both in Earths low Cavera laid, | 

Curtain'd with thady horrours, where the Sun | 

And Stars their Fiery Courſes never run, | . © 

But all the buſineſs of the World is done. , [Exit 
Fan, Oh that my Heart her future State cou'd find - 

Know to what good or ill this Life's deſign'd. ; 

Prudence againſt ſuch knowledge may adviſes 

But who of all mankind was always wiſe 2 © +, 

For the great ſecret to the Gods I'll go; - 

And if they fail me, fathom for't below, 

Though hid by fate under a thouſand Rocks, 

And drag it up by the dark Jetty locks. _ 

Let it gaſtly as a Gprgon come, 

Stiff with the view, l will outgaze my doom, 


* 


The SCENE The City of Cirta. 
Enter King Maſlinifla avd Menander, 
[Trumpets ſound a lofty March. 


K. Maſ. Was ever Victory ſoſwiftly won 2 
We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town. , I 
Their Gates.they opened with ſuch haſte and fear, 

As if our Conquering SwordsEnchanted: were. Ie; 

Men. Syphax, the great vſurper of your Throne, - 

Is to revenging Furies downwards gone : 
In Hells low Valleys grown the darkeſt Weed, 
And feels the ſtings that make Ambitipn bleed. . 

K. Maſ. Strgight to; the Palace bid-our Forces turg;,' 
Where $ophonisþa does her loſſes. mourn. - 
We'll vifie that forſworn Illuſtrious Fair, 

To let her ſee how unconcern'd we are. 

Men. Since you have. promiſed that) you would rh 
Whytheuldzy our Virtue needleſs tryals mak \ 340! bank 
Love, 4bough ſcarce wairm,. within. your, Ss pent, "9 
Fann'd with her kindling {ighs, may,get 2.yent : : 

ike 


i > > 1! 
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Hanmbal's Overthrow. 


Like heat which ſtifled in ſome clofer ſpace, - © 
If any Air gets in, fires all the place. - | | 
K. Maſ. Dar'it thou ſuſpett ? I fay, it cannot be: 2 | 


Has Air, or-its wing'd Rangers, liberty 2 . 
Loofe, like the Wind ; as the wide Ocean, free ; 
My enlarg'd Soul rolls wantonly alon 

Can hear unmov'd the warbling. Syrex's Song ; 
Braving her Eyes, her falſhood [I'll upbraid, 
For thoſe rude — ſhe on my Virtue laid. 

May. Your Majeſty beſt kaows what's fit to-chufe; 
I humbly offer'd what you. may refuſe. 

K. Maſ. Perhaps my preſent rage I may not keep; 
For ſhe has Words would make the Cruel weep; 
And Charms as powerful as Czrces wiles ; 

As raviſhed Virgins ſighs, or Infants ſmiles. 
But I more blind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, 1 
Mauger the cunning which her ſorrow wears, © 


Her hopes will laugh at, and deſpiſe her fears. [ Exeunt. 


The SCENE The Palace. 
Enter Sophonisba, Rezambe and Merna. 


Sopb. Rome, and the World, againſt my Life combine ; 
Methinks Fm ſtill a Queen whilſt this is mine. 
Though Maſſinifa has the King o'rethrown, 
And his Viftorious Troops poſſeſs the Town ; 
Yet Sophonisba is, and-ſhall be free, 
Spight of the _— nators Decree, 
They bluſh to ſee this Life ſo glorious ſhine; 
And fear their Eagle's Eyes ſhould dazl'd-be with mine. 
Merna, if I have ought from thee deſerv'd, 
Be grateful thus, and thou haſt nobly ſery/d. 

Mer. Not for the World, '- © 4 

Soph. Rezambe, thou art brave, 
Strike, and the Carthaginian glory fave. 
How will the Juſt, the Valiant, -and the Wiſe, 
Extol thy Virtue, and; thy Courage prize? {+ 
Who durſt the ſoftneſs.of thy Sex forego; i +>. 5. 5. 
And free thy Country-with one deſperate Blow : © FA 
A deed that will even ZZanzyibab out-do. TY © HR 
TuC E © Rex 
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- Juſt here, ſtrike wp h and through this wr 


To, whoſe 


| | 'Sophonisba-: "IS 

Rez. Rather than'T'would ve to Re thoſe Hands, * 

Which Kings have kiſs'd, fetter'd with Roman Bands, ' "3 4 

That Body like a Pageant wretch adofn'd, ' ' F- 

Gracing the Victor's wheels, your Greatneſs ſcorn'd: 

Rather thmm this endure, by all that's Food; ' ©: 5 

I'd bath this Dagger in-Four Lifes warfit Flood, © + q 

Till the Haft reek'd with your Hearts Royal Blood. 
Soph. O thou moſt noble Martial worthy Maid, 

If by thy Eyes my Soul could.be furvey'd, - 

Thou wouldft believe what cannot be expreſt, . 

How dear thouart to SophonFsba's Breaft.”- 

Thy voice, [ike fad, but pleafing Muſick flew ;. 

Like dying Swans, *twas fweet and fatal too. 

Now {trike, and bravely Attthy Tragick part : 


A 


hed Heart; 
Rez, Death's our Hſt remedy, ' as 'tis the worlt : n 
Tis fit yoly try the Vittors Merey firſt. / - 
Prince ofraita tov'd you once; who knows 
But the ſame Paſſion in. his Boſam glows ? 
Blow it into a Flame ; try alt your Charms : 
Love laughs:at brdndiſled Swords, and-glittring Arms, 
Mer. Never/\vas Man like Maſiniſſa kind z 
By nature mild, and'amoroufly indlww'd; | =o 
Not vanquiſh'd Syphax:dying'tell ſo-low, 
As this Charm'd Prince willzoybur Beauty bow, +, 
Rez, Imputed: Treachery volt oufhtro! olvar ; 
Let Guilt ſhrink back, and'Iimoccneeiappear> 
Fil hide the Ponyard in my Robe'; if he [ 
Dooms you a Slave, this-gives you liberty. 
Soph. Whett bregeh' of Faith joyn'd Hearts'does diſcingage, 
The Calmeſt Temper tires to wildeſt Rage: -- | 
He thinks me falſe,- thobghT hive beer moſt true; 
And thinking ſo, what may his fury-40 | LAM 
Rez, His Trumpets Clangots'makethe-Palace ring;. 
Here wait your fate, and this victorious King, ' | '* * 
Enter King Maſiniſſa, Menander, Attendants.- 
K. Maj, Madam, -Feoryet6 'tel-you' that youare 7: 
No more a Queen, but Priſoner of Wap.c's''7 v! JI. 
The King, Saptnan)1 < ora you'griove,”./ 
qd Nama th & tears'you grey,  -/ - 
| or 


Hanmbal's Ozerthrow. 
For Judgment is to Heaven's Tribunkt-gone ;. 

And I agw-come to claim my Fathers Throne. 

You in:the /War have been. unfortunate; 

Not. but your Cauſe deferv'd a better face. 

Soph. Of Empire's joys to you a gift 1 make, 

More willingly than I'did ever take. LH>gnA 14 
Freely as ever Syphgx made it 'mine, - © 
To Maſiniſſa I my Qrowa reſign. ©: 

K. Maſ. Notas your Gift ; "Crowns Tſhould then deſpiſe 
But as my right by Birth, and Valours prize, | | 
My Father Ga/la's Diadem Tl bear, 

And all the Royalties of Cirta wear. * * 
Soph. Theſe ſprings of grief unkindaels we 

K. Maſ. Syphax delerv'd that Tribute'from your-Eyes, 

Soph; There is a cauſe more worthy of thele- Tears. 

K, Maſ. More worthy? what, than Syphax? pag your —_ 
Did he not Fame and Empire Victims a 
Giving Love over-meaſure ; , when at laſt, 

He threw his Life wp for you as a Caſt ? 

Soph, If what I ſpeak might kindly be receiv Gr 
But miſery can never be believ'd. 

K. Maſ. Not you believ'd > O Gods, is it clear Day ? 

So manifeſt are all things that you ſay. 
' Not you believ'd !\what hardned Infidel 
Shall dare to doubt the Orgcles you tell ? 

- Soph. IT will, when ſorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak ; 
But ſure my Heart muſt with unkindneſs break. 

K. Maf. "Tis poſiible; yet, Madam, ere 80, 
Expreſs your Will, for I have muchto do - 

My Men1 have'inot plac'd ; my Fathers Throne 
We have not fil'd ; I muſt, I muſt be gone. 
Menander, do we triumph ? 

Men. Bravely, Sir; ; 

All like your ſelf, and more than'Conquerour. 

Rez. Merna,- we're loſt : with what'a haughty ſcorn - 
He turns away, and ſmilesto ſee her mourn. 

Soph, Are you not Maſſni{ſa call'd 2 

K. Maf. :1 am. 

So-h, Have you not heard 'of Sophonisha's s name?” 

She who unmov'd your high diſdairi endures ; ' 


Yet Syphonizha who was always yours, ) = 
E 2 | K. Maſ. 


> IECMER ZRTER 
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'22 -Sophonusba : Or; 


K, Maſ. Oh Heavens: ; Th, 
Soph. Whom: waſting cares:did all the day devour, | 
Who watch'd all Night, - counting/each tedious. hour: 
And never found that there were joys in Power: 
K. Maſ. Ha Sophonisba! yes | knew her well, 
That Angel fair, and lov'd her ere ſhe fell. 
Oh, Sophonisba, hadſt thou but a mind 
Half beauteous as the caſe where 'tis inſhrin'd, 
Thou. wert ; but ſhe is daogerous to name -- 
My reaſon's ſnatch'dby my tempeſtuous Flame, 
Menander help ——— 
Or I ſhall ſink in the abyſs of thought, 
My Vows,. my Erieodihip, Glory,, all forgot :- 
As when we'launch into.:the Sea, the Land 
Goes baekward,with the.Trees, and all the neighbouring ſlrand. 
.. Mex. Be gone, my Lord, yourervin'dif you ſtay. . 
K. Maſ. What, from the vanquiſh'd ſhall we run away? _ 
Mer. Still there's ſome hopes, - ſince at her name he ſhook, 
And now he eyes ber with a kindling look. | | 
Rez. With that laſt Glance methought Love ſhot him there. 
K. Maſ. Yes, Madam, this, is Maſſiniſ/a_here «._ » _ 
I am (to:thy Confuſion be it known,) 
A walking Grave, with-ſorrows-overgrown,,. 
With rooted cares, an every baneful Weed, | 
That nightly watchmgs and pale-tr6ubles breed; + 
Once I was-tree from theſe, and flouriſh'd fair, 
Like a tall Tree I bloſom'd in the Air, | 
My cheerful Friends like Birds about me ſung ; | : 


Free from the charms of thy.deceuiul Fongue, 
And ripening hopes "blooming araund-tne bung,: | | 
Till thou, fair Murd reſs, did like lightning fall, 
And blaſted Bloſſoms, Branches, Root,-and all. 

Soph. O, Maſſniſſa, hear I this from thee 2? 

K. Maſ. "Tis equally a truth from him-or me, 
Or any here——why, Madam; not from-me 2. 
But if my preſence ſhould a trouble prove, 

FL will for ever from your ſight remove.. / 

Soph. Stay, Maſiniſſa, ſtay, my Life, my Soul; 
Why do your Eyes. with ſuch ſtrange 'motion rall > 
Your fury in this:Heart that loves you hide. | 
K. Ma.” Where doesthat ſearcher ofthe Soul reſide, Who 


LI 
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Who through blind tracks. finds out a Womans Heart 
Loe here's a bar, a ſtop-to-all his Art, 
Who.wou'd not fwear that ſucha Love was true? 
Soph. Do not love you? By the Gods I do. | 
K. Maſ.. Oh thou diſſembler ! once this wou'd have done; 
But all thy praQtisd wiles at laſt are known: 
Juſt ſo ſhe talk'd, and fo ſhe wept before, 
And with that beauteous honeſt look. ſhe ſwore : 
Gods / if I ſtay, I ſhall believe again; 
Farewell thou greateſt pleaſure, greateſt pain: 
Soph. By all -our loves, © this cannot muſt not. be ; 
Thoſe cruel words could not be meant to me. 
Tome, wholove you with a Heart entire, 
A Flame more laſting than the Veſtal's Fire, 
To me, who am indeed all one deſire. 
Ah Prince, thy Love is all my light and health; 
The Treaſure I would hoard, my only Wealth: 
Take not that from me. 
K. Maf. Tis but vain delay.. 
Soph. Unkindly urg'd ; why do you turn away? [#nee/s, 
You ſhall not go, till you have left me dead; 
+ My tears-tillnow were never vainly ſhed, 
O hear my ſighs, my Vows, ye Powers above, 
If any Power like me could ever love. 
Let looſe your Fires, and thaw this frozen Heart ; 
And thou, dread God of Love, try every Dart. 
You ſhannot ſtir, 
K. Maſi What means this riſing Flood 2 [Weeps, 
Soph, Nature will ſtart at-ſuch 1ngratitude : 
Revenge on after Ages this diſgrace, 
And only Monſters make of Humane Race : 
Inhumane thou. . 
K. Maſ. She ſhall not ; yet ſhe ſhall; 
She graſps my Heart,. and cries, She'll have it all, 
'Tis fo, her Eyes reſiſtleſs-Magick. bear ; 
Angels I ſee, and Gods are dancing there. 
Riſe, Madam, riſe; each ſigh, each ſoftning glance 
Lulls my loud. wrongs; Pm huſh'd, and in a Trance. 
Men. His Sighs flow from him- with ſo ſtrong a Gale,. 
And if his Soul would through,his Lips exhale. "UN 
oph.. 


- What was my fault, alas! what have;1 done? 


34 - Sophonisba : or, 
Soph. Cou'd you be thus? on your poor Miſtriſs frown? 


K. Maſ. Nothing ; why, nothing ; only this, thou art," 
My Life, my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and. Heart." - - 

Whoſe Hands leaſt thrilling touch does pleaſe above 

The very at of any other Love. 

Gods, how ſhe Charms! none ſure was e're like thee: 

Nor wild as I; Storms borrow rage of me. 

But thou art ſoft, and fweet, - and filent all, 

As births of Roſes. or as Bloſoms fall. 

Soph. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will fade, 
When planted by. your Hand in Death's cold ſhade. 

K. Maſ. By mine 2 Not Savages would harm thy - Breaſt 
On whoſe tefreſhing Pillows Fove might reſt, | + 
And with Immortal ſweets be ever blett. _ 

So fair, 'tis well thou art not faithful too ; 
I cou'd not bear my bliſs, it thou wert true, 

Soph. Think me not falle, though I'did Syphax wed," 

Whoever wasa ſtranger to my Bed. 


'Forc'd by my Farhers poſitive command, ; 


I muſt confels I ſuffer'd him my Hand : 
Heaven curſe-me it-I ever granted more'; 
Cou'd I be his, having been yours before 2? 

K. Ma/. Why do you ſtop? till -asa ſtatue lo 
TI ſtand, nor ſhalt the Wind preſume to blow, 

Speak, and it ſhall be Night; not one ſhall dare 
To ſigh, though on the Rack he tortured were, © 
Nor x his Soul whiſper a dying Prayer. 

Soph. Make your love long, and let-it burn leſs faſt ; 
Theſe ſudden raptures are tco hotto laſt. 

K, Maſ. Right, Madam ; long if we ſuch Joys ſliould feel, 
The furious Tranſports of delight would kill. 
Menander to the Temple lead away, » 
By my clear fame this is our Marriage-day. 

Seph. Your Fame does far above all 'Cenfure (it, 
Free from the taunts of low repining Wir. 

Kings thoughthey err ſhould never be arraign'd ; 
But it I yield, -my Glory will be ſtain. 

What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, 
Who married the ſame:Day her Husband dy'd 2 


K. Ma. 
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K. Maf. Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy, 
It muſt be ſo updn neceſſity; © « 
Who yet will not moleſt you being mine. 
Soph. Then to the Gadsilet me: my Breath reſign. 
K. Maſ. Can you conſent, rather than be my Wite, 
To hazard Honour, Liberty, and Lite - 
Soph,” But, Sir QT 
K. Mafſ. But, Madam, fay what you can fay, 
You ought not, muſt not, and I cannot ſtay, & 
One minute more caſts both®yaur lives' away. - Dy 
Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and am the ſame; 
And though the World this a&t may juſtly blame, 6 
I will be yours, and in that way you name, 
But firſt, by all the Gods and Glory, ſwear, 
Rather than up yeild me” Rome's Priſoner, 
That you ſome fatal token will preſent, 
To free me from Inglorious puniſhment. 
K. Maf. I ſwear by Heaven, by Glory, and by Arms, 
By ſomething more, by your own conquering Charms, 
You ſhall be ever from the Romans free ; 
Or I by Death will give you liberty. 
Soph. Now lead me where you pleaſe. 
K. Maſ. A taſt of bliſs. | 
The God of Marriage ſeal our Vows with this ; [Kiſſes her. 
Nettar, and flames the ſweets of Z7ib/a grow, 
About her Lips Ambrofial Odours flow. 
Lec melancholy Monarchs Counſel take, 
Wed by advice, and fullen Nuptials make 
But I prefer what thus my Arms infold, 
To all the wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, c 
To Rocks of Diamonds, or to Hills of Gold. ' 
Spight of proud Rome, and all her haughty Meen, 
She was my Miltriſs, and ſhall be my Queen. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 
" Bellans's Temple. na 


An Altar is ſhown, with a Souldier lying «pon it, arm'd all but bi 
Head : Aglave, Cumana, ſtanding each upon a Tripos, with 
Daggers in their Right-hands, and Cenſers in their left. 


Aga. FE'5 we-our ſolemn Rites begin, 
=" The facred Cavern purge trom ſin- 
About the dreadtul Altar go ; 
About it Incantations blow. 
Cum. The dire Oblation thus we drain, 
And with his Blood our Temples ſtain : 
The Screech-Owl warns us with her Note, 
Strike your Dagger in his Throat : 
Gaſh him deep, and ſuck his Blood ; 
Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a ſhrowd. 
Agla. Riſe, ye Sulphrous Flames, ariſe ; 
Conſume the baleful Sacrifice : - 
That of his Aſhes we may take, 
And clotted Cinders with 'em rake, © 
And Viands for. Be//o#a make, 
Cum. Our Goddeſs-ſmil'd; 'tis done, 'tis done z 
The Romans have the Battel won: . 
From yonder Battlement of Heaven, 
I ſaw the Carthaginians driven. 
They fly, they fly ; The Conſul there 
Purſues 'em through long tracks of Air : 
He puts their General to rout; - 
And drives 'em like a tornf- about. | 
Agla. Our Goddeſs ſhall have Death enough ; 
Her thrine with Fat of thouſands ſtuff : 
With goary Heads her Altar fill: 
And Tuns of Blood upon 'em ſpill, 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, \ 
Cum. But loe, who comes > what, what are theſe, 
That pry into our Myſteries ? 


Speak, 


| Hannibal's Overthrow. 

Speak, ſpeak » Aglave ; [ll be gone, 

Their buſineſs know, Ill come anon : F 

The fit of Prophecie's come on. 

Our Goddeſs does the Tunnel wind, 

And facred horrours ſwell my mind. [ Exit. 
Agla. What are you 2 And what is it you would know ? 
Han. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foe : 

Who after many Battels loſt and won, 

Reſolve to periſh, or my Conqueſt Crown. 

One Day the World's great Empire muſt decide ; 

But, what the Gods, and that great Day provide, © 

We wiſh to know, who dare the worſt abide. 

Agla. Camana tothe facred Tunnel cleaves, 

Her Breaſt enlarg'd, the Goddeſs now receives, 

And now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, 

With fury's ated, rends the holy Veil - : 

Full of the Deity, about ſhe roams, 

Stares, gapes, and on the hallowed Curtain foams : - 

Cuts her hot Fleſh, grovels upon the ground, 

Sings, Dances, kicks the Golden Tripods round. 


Enter Cumana ſcratching her Face, ftabbing a Dagger into her 
| Arms : Spirits fallowing her, 


Sings. 
Beneath the Poplar's ſhadow lay we ; 
No raging Fires will there diſmay me : 
Near ſome Silver current lying, 
Under ſleepy Poppies dying. 
1 ſwell and am bigger than Typhon e're was; 
With a ftrons Band of Braſs, O bind me qbout : 
Leſt my Body ſhould burſt, for the ſecret to paſs, 
And a vent being given, the fury get out. 
IT cannot, Þ will not be wvext any longer ; 
While 1 rage, I grow weak, and the Goddeſs grows ſtronger. 


She peaks. 
If Hannibal to Zama tend, 
His Valour Scipio ſhall commend. 
And near Bagrada, on the Plain, 


There ſhall be thouſand Romans lain. | 
F Thou 


Sophonisba: Or, 
Thou with thy old /ta/ian Band 
Shalt put the Conful to a ſtand. 


Sings. z 


Hark, hark, the Drums rattle, 

Dub a dub to the Battel, | 

Tararara, Tararara the Trumpets too tattle. 

Now, now they come oy, and pell mell they ming/e. 

What ruſling and buſling ; 

And ſplinters of Lances with broken Arms jing/e, 

Gold Trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Bucklers and Daggers? 
The ſtout Man flies on, and the faint-hearted ftaggers. 


" See, the Saddle-Girts burſt, 
And the General's unhorſt ; 
But he rallies agen, 
And brings up his Men, 
Spight of Fortune and Fate, 
And the Gods that oppoſe ; 
He hacks, and he hews, 
Through the Hearts of his Foes. 


Ceaſe, Goddels, ceaſe,: thy Servant: to- torment ; 
My Lungs are with Prophetick fury ſpent. 
The ſtruggling Fates withinmy Bofom turn, 
And Heavenly Fires my trembling Heart-ſtrings burn. 
When will thy Godhead let me reſt, 
Too mighty for a mortal breaſt ? 
| Agla, Camana, tO Aa period haſte : 
You ſhall have eaſe when you have done; 
And ſweet refreſhing ſlumbers taſte, 
Upon the Borders of the Moon. 


A Dance of Spirits. 


Cum. Lo, afar off the curſt Bythinian Band, 
A poyſon'd General rules upon the Sand. 

, Gods, how he ſwells! how bloated ts his look ! 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took: [Exit, 
Han. Shall Romans fall by Carthaginian Swords, 
And Carthage ſink? what mean theſe myſtick words? 


: : — == ——_ _ _—_ = 
- - — _ — =_ Dn — - 
n _ = _ - <=. I _ = > af 5 =X 
- - a - _ - - »w_ E - 
« i, "us a ee ee ee  mTapor 
; N _ -< —_" = wan _yx 
LY 
. 


ee re OO — 
ou — — _— —— —— —_ — —— 
== 
Coe —_— I TE Rs 


Hannbal's Querthrow. 
A fooliſh Bard as muchas thismight tell ; 
Or a white Witch, without che aid of "Hell. 
More I muſt know ; fpeak Ro/alinda's doom : 
Let all the loſſes of a-Battel come; : | 
May Scipio tn the duſt our Glory ſoil, £ 
We'll bear the frawns of Mars, if Capid ſmile: 


Agls. 'Too curious mortal, ſeek not whar once knows, 


May ſnatch your fleep, and make you ever groan. 
Your fate crowds back, and would not come in view ; 
Do not too far the th* unwilling Gods purſue : 

Like one, who raſhly dares give Spirits chaſe, 

They fly a while to ſome dark ruin'd place, 


Through Caverns run, through Cloyſters dodge him round, 


Or dance before him over Fairy ground ; 
Till urg'd too far, a Face all pale and fad 
Turns quick upon him, and the fool runs mad. 

Bom, Let's go, my Lord; I am not usd to fear, 
And yet methinks I dread to tarry here. 

Mah. Heaps of the flain I often have beheld, 
And with my Battel-ax have hundreds fell'd ; 
Yet here I'm ſhaken, th objeds too funeſt, 
I'd rather ſee a Javelin at my Breaſt. 

Han. Aglave, by your Goddeſs Arms I ſwear, 
We will not from the ſacred Cavern ttir, 
Till you have clear d my doubts ; though every Star 
At your dread callſtart from his flaming ſphere ; 
Though from her orb, cloſe mantled in a Cloud, 
The Moon ſlide down to wander in this Wood ; 
Though with your Charms the Sun diſſolve in Blood: 
Fathom the depth of deſtiny below, | 
Andall the terrours of your Magick ſhow; 

Agla. Beneath thoſs'buxd'ned branches ſtand, 
Safe from theSpifit I egmmand.” 1 | 
Ariſe, appear thou' whoin his Soul does love, 
His Hear with viſionary horrours move.. 


{ Roſalinda riſes in a Chair, pale, with a wound on her Breaſt ; 


"1: 'Cupids Heſcend,.. ad hang weeping, over here... 

Han. Shall Roald then untimely dies 12) 1) 4a 
'Tis falſe ; and all theſe damn'd decetvers lie, 
ad F 2 


20 - - Sophomsba :: Or, - | 
Facing thy fate, with my Sword drawn Til-ſtand;;: 7 Milooi A 
Back'd with my Conquering old 7ra/ia# Band,  '/ - 5/47»; 4G 
With the ſame baughty fierceneſs ruſhing on, +: * | 
Which the Saguntivs City thundred down: | 
Like 7roy's young Hero ; | | 
Who, while the World about him did admire, . . - | 
His Father bore through Night, | Death, -Blood and Fire, -- 
Spite of oppoſing Hell, and War's worſt harms ; ; 
So will I bear my Love upon my Arms. 

Bom. To Horſe, my Lord; and leave this curſed place: 
Ler's go, and inſtantly the Conſul face. | 

Mah. No more in this damn'd Sorcereſs confide ; 
Permit my Sword her Body to divide : 
Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 
And her black Brains upon the Altar ſhed. 

Han. We'll go, Maherbal, with to morrow's dawn, 
On the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawa : 
Yet for ſome minutes Battel ſhall decline ; 
We'll ſee this Conſul e're our Bodies joyn : 

And if on equal terms a Peace [may be, 
For Carthage ſake, I'court my Enemy. { 

Bom. *T1s juſt you ſhould deliberation take, - 
With caution deal, and: manage'the laſt ſtake, - 

Mah. Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt play ; ; 
At leaſt come off a Saver if you may. 

Han. But like'So/'s off-ſpring, ſwell'd with Gngerous Fires, 
He to the management of all aſpires : 

Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, | 

Alone would ryle the Heaven, and drive the day, 

Like that indulgent God, Iil:firſt-advile; 

Shew him the tracks; through which-Atabþition thes-,, 
If deaf to all, let-him-aſcend-:the-Theobe, - //; [115 

Snatching at glories which my& weigh Þim; ow ;. 7 
Like Fove we'll toſs him from'his pliſterin 

4 [Excant. 


Sing 'd in the Clouds, hiſſing through liquid Air, 
And dart un headlong like a TW oy. 
IN ISY C. "V \ 
Enter Seipi6; mite wo? Lelius Alarms; "Varrp; Trebellius. 
Scip. Lelius return'd | and fad! Tellthe:Event, 


For 


Let. Too late, my Lord,.:I 1 94s, to Cirtq ſent;,.. 


Fw Hatinibal's @verthwrow. 4D. 
For e're ſome/thouſand-paces:Þot from hence; ic; 1 2: 1 
I Maſiniſſa met, that yams Prince :. mtr 
Not as I usd, arm'd with a Warriour's grace, 

Like Mars when thundring on the. Plains of Zhrace ; 
But in a Chariot drawn by milk-white Steeds, 
Like ſoft Adonis driving'through the Meads ; 

And Sophonisba leaning, on his-Breaſt, -_ | 


« " . 


Like Yenus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt. 
Scip. Are theſe his Vows2-Some new way we muſt try ; 
Rather than live diſhonour'd,. he ſhall die. 
Lel. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o'rethrown, 
With Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town; 
Which entred, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, 
Forgetting all his Vows, he lov'd anew ; © 
The Conquer'd did the Conquerour ſubdue. 
In ſhort, her, tears, \'and Beauty won fo far, 
In view of all the world he married her. | 
They are arriv'd ; and now upon the Pjain ; 
In a Pavilion Royal both remain. X 
Scip. Trebellius, go, this ſubtile Charmer bring ; 
Take all our Guards to afſiſt againſt the King: 
And fay that we'll attend him-1n his-Fent. ;- 
But firſt expe& the-Queen.be'Priſoner ſent : - 
Tell him, She is the Remas's Foe; and ſhall, | 
A Sacrifice for Blood of thoufands, fall.  { Exennt ſeverally. 


Enter King Maſliniſſa, Sophonisba. 
K. Maſ. Let him arm, all;his.Pow's againſt this Breaſt, 
My Heart unmov'd. ſhall ſtand the mighty. Telt.',;;,: 
What I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſt; ' ; © 
I'll hald thee.to me. as my Heart-ſtriags taſt. 1 
Thou Soul of Love !; all chaxrming.Execcllenge!, --,2:; 1 - 
Whoſe every look drivgs-ſtormy..troybles henee,;{:+ 19; ci) 


Does all the Bleflings of the Gods dipeneg.9 (1-10) a! is 1/1. vi 
Why doſt thou tremble? let no cy fear, 


Make thy Heart pant; or cauſe thee ſhed a-tear;//../ 
Soph. Alas, my Lerd, 'twere better I were:dead, 7...” 
In my cold Grave fate from theſe troubles Jad 4, ul! vil 
Rather ten thouſand, Racks let ndurey oy 1 Him owl fn 
Than, once be ans ks * Ryman Power.” _ 
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Tis true, that yan-haue deeply ſwornybu word 29:94 

Defend me. | 
K. Maſ. To my Hearts laſt drop oof Blood ; 

Or may-I by ſome Coward mangled lie, 

And Dogs and Vultures tear meas 1 die. - - 

The Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd;young, 

Mid'ſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins euſh- along : 


[The Clown, ſo low, andignorant of fame, 


W1t venture Life/tofave his'ſwarthy' dame: 
And ſhall not I for thee waſte all. this Blood, 
Thou ſofteſt:blefling, 'and the ſweereſt goed þ? 2 
Soph. I know notiwhat the Gods'for you intend ; 
But 'rtis moſt certain I.am' near my end : 
Not that death's darkeſtthorrour-1 can fear ; 
But Bondage is -a load I cannot bear. 
K. Maſ. Quit all thoſe fancies that diſturb thy reſt, 
And caſt thy melancholy on this breaſt 
This Heart is ever thine. '' 
Soph, O my lov'd Lord, | 
If you ſhou'd break but you will keep your word, 
Keep all your Oaths ; yet Heaven and you know beſt, 
Some ſuarfeit with their Love, (as on a feaſt, 
And then they loath whe once they're fatiated ; 
But you'll remember me when I am dead. 
From theſe dear Eyes to endleſs ſhades remov'd, 
None EC're will love you ſure as I have lov'd. 


"21Q 21453 IR Trcbilius; NY | 
Treb. Guan wait So moothlrr Lord, you muſt radigh 
The Queen, whom T have order to confine. 
K. Maſ. Touch her Foe for thy Life, gout ſtrait retire; 
Safer thou;may'ſt with Thunder- play; kiſs + OG "i in 
Grapple with Death, 'a Peſtilence i IN SOUS 7.197 x% NO Ty 
Withall his fatal TA _ ls 29% 


' Trehellius 'goes #0: ſeite her Ts Eli TR 

Treb. Out offi m fulf' "owthil Fe ul ſtrife; 

To die thus, when F- uſt F hat! f6OT: L he 
Juſt Scipio will revenge Ra, Bute, £10013 0221 4201 

] keel ta going,” the Tag AN nr FE :d od 93: Ds: 

K. Maf. 
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K. Maſ. Nought bur thy Blood cou' wath'thy Guilt aws 
Who durſt the rancour of thy Heartdilþlay,” © © - 
And fully with rade Hands the faireſt piece ' © 

That the Gods ever drew. Your troubles ceaſe - 

I'm in; and now no hope of ſafety's nigh, 

Yer ſkill a King, we will attended die, - 

Like a brave Merchant, : | 

Who when his long-rofs'd loaded veſſel hits 

Againſt ſomc Rock, and with loud horrour ſplits; © 

Firſt graſps one Casket which does all contain, 

Then fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the Main: 

So E with thee, my only wealthy, my all, 

Amidſt the numerous ſlain at laſt/muſt fall. 

The noiſe comes near - Here ſafe, retire from view ; 

Glory and Love ſhall teach us whar-to do. 


) i 
*% 


Enter Scipio; Lelius, Vaito, Guards, © 1 

Tel, Trebelins ſlain! and in'a Wothans Cauſe | * b 
Shame to onr Arms, diſgrace to honour's Laws. 
What flames of miſchief from this ſpatk might riſe ? 

"Tis juſt with rigout you his fault chaſtiſe, 

Scip. Yet Maſiniſſa thou ſhalt dearty buy*-. *- © -* 
Thy ill-got Love, and'fatakGallantry,- ot © x 
Curle on in wanton ways, bask in her Charms; 

By Mars ſhe is a Victim to our Arms. 


| . KF. Mal. meets him. 
' : K, Maſe Yourhigh diſpleaſure in' yotir FaceT ſpy: 
When the great $7540 frowns, great danger's nigh. 
The fa&t I muſt confeſs, done in defence 
Of Beauty wrong'd, and helpleſs Innocence, 
Scip. Where is that" fair Ihcendiary fled 2" 
E're to extreameſt rigour we'proceed, OI 
I ſtritly charge tlice bring her'forthto bleed: © / 
Or on thy perſon will vengeance take; 
And thou ſhalt periſh for thy Miſtrifs's fake. 
- K. Maſ. With greedy joy I offer youmy Life, 
If by the Gods you ſwear to free thy Wife 
Scip. You ſhall not for her ſake have leave to'die, 
Nor will I give her Life for Liberty: 
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not fo your fake, this War was wag'd, 
VE Vn 


luntier engag'd: + 
Therefors what ever "Towns, or Captives, fall 


Into your Hands, .they.are; the Romans all. > -/ | 
K. Maſ. Then thus Idraw; think it not tnſolence, 
For its not meant, Sir, in' my own defence; C 

But to preſerve a facred Innocence. | 
From their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will glide, 
And range themſelves in Battel on my. fide- 


| Beneath a Cauſe fo juſt I cannot fall ; 


I, and the Gods, wilbfight-it with you all. 

Scip. Thou deem'ſt thy Luſt an Action great and good ; 
Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood. - 
With me contending, againſt Fate you ſtrive, 

Yet I will pity ſhew ; take him alive. 

K. Mf. lngloriouſly you have a Conqueſt made, 

That breaſt my.tio'rous army durſt not invade. 
My Heart, though prompted by: her powerful charms, 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms. 
Nor thall you yet-my Souls lov'd Treaſurexeach, 
My Body thus dams up the narrow breach - 
And he who dares ——— 
Raſhly on this forbidden Earth to tread, 
T'!l Graſp his Soul, Fil ſpurn him to the dead. 


Ti rumpets within, enter Menander. 


'Seip. What means. this mornful OY whoſe Tragick ſound, 
With ſolemn horrour does my y thongs confound ? 
' Men, O, facred Sir. 


s 


, Fils ; Which 


Which when the Royal Youth had raſhly weigh'd, 
And Fate with murmuring thoughts 2 while delay'd ; 
A Ponyard from his Robe unmark'd he took, 
And to his Heart the deadly weapon ſtrook, 

Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event! 
Yet Maſſmeifſa, wilt thou nor repent ? 
Behold the Pledge you left, for your default, 
By Heavens high Juſtice to Perdition brought. 

K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and durſt live ? 
Yet wYll I nor one tear to Nature give; 
Leſt Bankrupt-like I laviſh what's not mine, f 
Since all my ſtock of ſorrow, Love, is thine. 

Scip. Remove the Princes Body from his ſight, 
Leſt roo mych grief ſhould to diftration fright. 
Yet if thou'le bring her forth, we will forget 
This daring raſhneſs, whieh is Paſſion's heat ; 
Thy Glory with freſh Laurels we'll advance, 
And with due praiſe thy valiant AAs inhance-: 
Thy Pile of Honour this Right-hand ſhall build. 
Why doſt thou weep ? 

K. Maf. Becauſe I dare not yield : 
No, Sir, my Love I never can betray, 
Though you have touch'd me inthe nobleft way. 

Scip. Canſt thou both Promifes and Threats refuſe 2 


K. Maſ. Death, and what's worſe, you only bid ime chuſe, 


Scip. Bring forth thy Love, and Life thou ſhalt enjoy. 
K. Maſ. Is that a Lite > Your purpoſe a(t; deſtroy : 
Turn all your Javelins points againſt this Breaft ; 
But let it not of Love be difpotteſt. | 
Scip. Muſt I, who czn Command, thus vainly ſue - 
K. Maſ. My ftubborn Heart Death only can ſubdue. 
Scip, Then take that Death which you fo little dread, 
Enter Sophonisba. 
Soph. Stay, Tyrant, hold; firſt thou ſhalt ſtrike me dead ; 
Come on, with thy brave Swond' rip up my Breaſt, 
And fix my panting Heart on thy proud Creſt ; 
There let it hang, thy Valours Trophy grown, 
To all the-wondring World let it be ſhown : 
That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore, 
While all the Brave admire the Conquerour. 
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' A Conquerour ſo great, -with one ſole blow, 


He cou'd even #Hercules himſelf out-do. 


. O Heavens ! he durſt attempt, (what ſhall I ſay - 
What Words his Hearts fierce grandeur can diſplay 2) 
:In heat of Blood he durſt a Woman lay ! 


Scip. When Ladies rail, a Souldier. ſhould be mute : 
Beſides, I have no leiſure to diſpute. 


As Helen did to Troy perdition bring, 


- Where e're you come your Eyes deſtruCtion fling. 


When will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cloy'd - 
Two Kings you have like that fair Greek deſtroy. 
Spight of your Pride you ſhall to Reme be led ; 
And there, for all your Witchcraſts, loſe your Head. 
Sopb. On with thy threats, thy violent courſe purſue, 
Enjoy thy bloody wiſhes, Tyger, do; 
Barbarian, for in Rome thou wert not born; 
By ſuch a wretch her glories are not worn, 
Unleſs when dreſt up to be Sacrificd : 
To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz'd : 
Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Flcih thy Food, 
And laugh when thou art dgunk with a Queens Blood. 
K. Maſ. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire ; 
Add not freſh Fuel to the dying Fire. 
Soph. To you, and Heaven, my Heart muſt ever bow ; 
Conſul, with thee I am not angry now. 
Scip. Obſerve,, ungovern'd Prince, with how much caſe 
This Royal .Foe we, ik.we would, might ſeize ; 
Yet, on your promiſe that ſhe ſhall not go 
Till we the fate of War at Zama know, 
We will permit her in your Tent remain. 
But oh, my Friend, break this inglorious Chain : 
Contrive ſome means to keep your Faith with me; 


And fet your Heart ſrom that curit Charmer free. [Exit, 


K. Maf. O rigid Honour, mult we ſeparate then ! 
Loſe all the ſweets of Life fo purchaſe Pain! 

Men. If ſhe were dead, your Glory were ſecure ? 

K. Maf. But could I then this wretched Life endure ? 
Without her live 2 it's fatal to refuſe, 
And Glory ruines me if Love I chuſe, 
W hat help, Menauder ? 


——  - 


Hen. 


_ 


Hanmibal's 0verthrow.- 


Men. 'Tis the ſport of Heaven, 
When Ships on Rocks are in the Harbour driv'n : 
Having through thouſand ſtormy dangers paſt, 
In proipett of your Bliſs, you'r wrack'd at laſt. 
X. Ma}. Like one, who having ſcap'd the Waves, arrives 
To ſome jJone Rock, and there more wrethed lives ; 
Half tamith'd, on the ragged flint he ſtands, 
Viewing with watry Eyes the diſtant ſtrands, 6 
And palt his call, Men walking on the Lands: 
With Sighs he ſwells the Wind ; and looking round, 
+ Mourns his fad choice, or to be ſtarv'd or drown'd. | Exeunt. 


4 
_— 


ACT YV. SCENEL 
Hanaibal and Scipio. 


Han. Re thou the Chief whom Men fam'd Scipio call ? 
A Scip. Art thou the much more famous Hannibal? 
Han. Since by our partial Fate it 1s ordain'd, 
That I, who have ſuch dreadful Battels gain'd, 
That, torrent Il;ke, which from ſome Mountain falls, 
Ran from the Cloudy Alps, to Romes proud Walls, 
Shu'd now at laſt for Peace inglorious ſue ; 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen you c 
To reap, that Honoar by this Interview. 
Scip. In civil praiſe, and from fo brave a Foe, 
True courage does a ſenſe of pleaſure ſhow : 
Thy Words inſpire me with ſuch vaſt _ 
"Twill fcarce be more to vanquiſh thee in fight. 
Han. *Twas much the Gods to our Fore-fathers gave, 
That you ſhould 7raly, we Africk have; 
Our Africk Arms much Roman Blood have ſpilt, 
And Carthage has the Roman fury felt : 
What ſay'ſt thou, Scipzo, is 1t Peace or War ? 
Th' Inyaſion made by us we will repair : 
We'l gi you Cicily, Sardinia, Spain, 
And all the Iſlands which our Arms did gain, c 


Twixt 7taly and Africk, on the Main. 
| G 2 Thy 
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| boyling Courage does to War incline; 
= Glory more than Profit you deſi *l : 
Such Fortune once did on aur Geniys thine - 
But long experience, and the chance of War, 
Makes me at I certain Peace prefer. 
Graſp not at Scepters which may turn to Rods - 
To Day is yours, to Marrow is the Gods. 

Scip. That your late landing upon Zepris Coaft, 
Reſtor'd thaſe hopes which drooping Carthage loft, 
All muſt confeſs; we knaw you are that Man, 
Whoſe Glory to the utmaſt Thule ran ; 

Born in a Winters Camp, in Battels bred, 
Whilſt yet a Stripling durft an Army head ; 
Whoſe very name could make the Romans mourn, 
And forc'd dread groans from eyery hollow Urn: 
The boldeſt Senators began to-droop ; 

Yet when all fainted, I alone toad up, 

And fac'd that Storm which — from afar ; 
Shot warmth, and roſe upon 'em like a Star ; 
To A4frick came, and in tew months retriev'd 
All that your Arms for many years atchiev'd. 
Peace I refuſe, unleſs you offer more : 

You give nought yer, but what was ours before. 
Since all the Neighbour Kings our Adtions Eye, 
It reſts at laſt we ſhould our Fortune try ; 

Let one victorious be, the other die. 

Han, Gods, that the glorious Z/axnibal ſhould bow, 

To be reftus'd ! It ſhall be Battel now. 

Forgetful Hero, couldſt thou court the Son, 

Twice by whoſe force his Father was o'rethrown ? 
Scipio, thou mayſt yoo late repent thy Pride, 

And vainly in thy Death this fury chide. 

On Fatius think, Rome's ſhield; her Guard from harms; 
Her Sword, Marge{us, broken by my Arms: 
Rememder great Emilius ſhin by me ; 

And then think Jaſt what may'thy Fortune be, 

E're yet the Day be done, DL 

With Seas of Gorgwekl drown the neighbouring Wood ; 
And yonder Sun Jha) {ct in Roman Blgod, 


5s 


| Hannibal's Overhrow: 
Scip. Prepare to hear thy laſt, thy laſt alarms. 


Han. lo Battel we ſhall meet: to Arms, to Arms. | Excarr. 


Enter Roſalinda in Man's Appare!. 


Rofſ. Thus dreſt, and with this Warlike weapon drawn; 


Whar hindrers but an Army I tead on'2 

Oh cruel Nature, why didit thou difgrace 

So brave a Spirit with a Female Face 2 

All Women wou'd, but ſure no Woman can, 
Be chang'd into the Lordly. Creature Man, 
However, with this Garb I fit my mind, | 
Whoſe high ambitian has great things deliga'd : 
Vil out,” and chaſe, it Zawwhal ſucceeds ; 

And if he falls, then Ryſalinda bleeds. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbsl, Bomilcar. 


Han. Both Wings are loſt, the Carthaginians yield, 


Fierce Cazus Lelixs drives 'emithrough the Field : 
The Gawls and the Ligurians quit their ground ; 
The Maſhfilian King. Jam all confound : 

With ſuch ſwift force his Arms aur Troops aſlail, 
As Hurricanes toſs ſhowers,. and. ſcatter Hail, 

Bom. Wild as our Elephants, about. he raves, 
And tramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves, | 
Who ſcouring through the Field avoid his ſtroke, 
And fly like floEks of Doves before a Hawk. 

Mah. Your valiant old /alian Troops ſtand faſt, 
Reſolv'd to fight your Battel to the laſt, 

The Conquering Conſul riding o're the Plain, 
With all his Ofhicers and braveſt Men: 

The 772/tati and Triarii this way comes, 

With Trumpets ſounding, and with beat;of Drums. 


Han. ow wo, thou that did e're-while. | 


&. 


Proſper our Arms this' bloody dzeadiul dey, 
And Hannibal ball the foundation lay - 
Of ſuch a Temple, ſacred to.thy name, | 
As ne're was found in-the-Records ok Fame. 


Favour our Cauſe, {09/68 our Carthage {maile 3 
15 
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"Enter King Maſſiniſla, Lelius, | 
K. Maſ. Their flight has wing'd- the Comin) let 'em a, 
Not worthy by ſuch Conquering Swords to die. 
'Tis time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, 


' Rejoyn our Forces, and conclude the War. 


SCENE of Hannibal -a»d 7 jo fighting, the Conſul gives 
ground: Enter K, Ma. and Lel. and beat Han. of. 


Scip. Gods, what ortdigious valour have you ſent, 
And what rewards are worthy to preſent! 
O Maſiniſſa ! 
With what impetuous ſwiftneſs Fortunes Wheel 
Turn'd with thy ſtrokes! how did the valiant reel ! 

Lel. As-when ſome diſtantlab'rer hews an Oak, 
We ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecond ſtroak, 
Ee the firſt blow's report can reach our Ear; 
So flagg'd our ſenſe ; nor could it reach him there. 

Scip. The Tralian Troops ſhrunk from his Marſhal Fire, 
But Hannibal himſelf did laſt retire: *- '- 
All Lion-like, c . | 
Whom a bold band of Huntſ: ſen » Roving found, 
And dar'd to rouſe, he rowls his' Eyes around; I 
Lathing his ſides, and rearing up the-ground, 
Wirh trouble trom th' unequal-skirimlh goes, 
Majeſtick ſtalks, and turns upon his Foes: 
So jrom the Fight went thegreat General, 
Proud in his loſs, and riſing trom ths fall. 


#6#. 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter S ouldiers ShirmiſBing, Roſalind falls. 
; i! 


Bold with my overthrow, I'btave thy Power, - 
And ſhake the Glaſs-that holds/my laceſt _ | 

O, Fanilal'!:did1 for this velign 1 a 
This Heart, this Youth*ahd'Beaury' only: thine ? "ft 
Pride and negle& on evety\Lover Harl'd;--/ 9 3-5 
Scorn'd him that Conquers thee; and all the Worls ? 
From me, loſt Hero, learn; be' 'pteat, and die : 


The brave ſhould bleed for fols-of Victory. + 


Roſ. Heaven they haſt done thy work: there needs no more: ? 


Enter 


Enter Hannibal; :Maherbal,. Bomilcar. 
Han. Carthage is loſt,: and Z7annibal o'rethrown ; 
What is there left that we may call our own ? 
The bleeding World, Rowe does by Conqueſt claim, 
And ſwells the prize with our revolted fame: 
Yer ſpight of Fate our length of Earth we have ; 
Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory ſhrowd thee in a Grave. |, 
Bom. Hold, Generaly the Gods your Death forbid ; 
Vengeance is due ; firſt let falſe #awno bleed, 
Who cut the Wings of Conqueſt till he fell. 
Mah. By me he ſhall be headlong fent to Hell; 
Where Fiends for Treaſon kindle double Fire: * 
Then let the famous Hannibal expire. 
Rof. Sure 1 the name of Z7arnibal did hear ; 
 Maherbal, tell me, is the General there ? 
Mah. Apporach, my Lord, view well this wounded fair - 
Sure in your Capuan Miſtreſs I have ſeen 
The ſame Majeſtick Air, and charming meen. 
Han. Ha! thou haſt rows'd a thought that wracks me more, 
Than all the loſſes I in Battel bore. 
Either I dream, or in this cloſing Eye 
My dazled ſenſes Roſalinda ſpie. | 
Roſ. Where do th' ambitious reſt > O Fawnibal / 
Han. What art, that doſt upon the wretched call ? 
Roſ. One that's more wretched, and more raſh than thou, 
That wou'd to Fate, and not to Scipzo bow, 
Diſguis'd, and dying Reſalinda lee, 
Who mourns in Death thy loſs of Viftory : 
That laſt diſgrace. 
Han. Dire Goddeſs of War, "__ 
Too true 1 find all thy preſages are. 
The Gods have given a double overthrow ; 
Wou'd I had bravely periſh'd by my Foe: 
Stretch'd in the Field, this:loſs I had not known, 
Nor ſhould my tortur'd Soul thy ruin moan. 
Rof. Is it ſo hard'our wiſhes to obtain ; 
Sad Hearts with bleeding loſe Love's burning pain. 
Han. O dying fair, look up, revive a while ; 
With one ſhort joy eternal care beguile : 
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"$2 Sophonisba : Or, 
The _— Sun all curtain'd _ with Night, 
At hi ture gives a larger Light. a 
Ro. Flow faſter Blood; It will not be, I fear ; 
The wound's ſo ſmall, Death cannot enter here. - 
But ſhall I ſtay behind, when Honovr's fled 
Han, Live, andT11 raiſe that Honour from the Dead. 
Roſ. Renown runs on like Time, bur ne're turns back. 
. Han. Then we that ſwift Renown will overtake: 
We'll haſte where Glory baits, to every hold, 
And mount new Fame till we outſtrip the old. 
Rof.. Dear Hannibal, alasl I with I cou'd; 
But 'twill not be ;- Life trembling takes the Flood, © 
Till well-nigh ſwallowed in Waves of Bloed. 
The Roman Glory ſhines too fatal bright ; 
And with it's gathering luſtre dims my fight : 
Eternally adieu : my-Rody take, 
Chaſe and catire I kept it for your ſake ; c 
"Tis the laſt Preſent that I now can make. 
[ Dzes. 
Hon, Far ever gone ; ali her ſweet ſtock of breath | 
Spent in one Sigh ; the riot of rich Death. 
Now by my Arms the Gods tgo partial are, 
Or elſe they envy'd my full trade of War: 
Which cou'd ſo vaſt'a ſtate of Beauty buy, 
As far ſurpas'd the Mannors of their Sky, 
Dead Roſalinda — 
Bom, Raiſe you from the Ground, | 
And let not Love your Virtues force confound ; 
Where is that heat and haughty- Courage gone, 
Which againſt Nature's Lets your Troops led on av 
Mah. Think you tor nought tho Gods fuch Vajour gave? 
You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms ſave. 
Buried in thought, and deaf to Honour's call, 
Your Soul beneath her mighty pitch does fall. 
Han, Maberbal, no ; aſfon; d thou ſhale be 
We dare be brave in ſpight of Deſtiny. of 
Though rob'd of all the Riches Love could give, F.; 
And ſtript of Glory too, yet we will live: | 
Courage is form'd of the. Etherigl mold, 
And round it bands of Adamant are rolFd. - 


. 
, 


To this ſtill haughty-Breaff ſuck Fire is given, 

I could the Summons meet of Hell of Heaven - 
Gou'd, like the great Eternal Mover, ſway 

The World in Arms; and teach it to obey. 
"Twas noble Por that lately chang'd'my'form, 
But I am ruffled now into a ſtorm. 

Bom. Your Miſtreſs Body hence we will convey, 
And in ſome haflowed Vault her Relicks lay. 

Mah, Like Pilgrims, once a. year we'll Mourning go, 
And on her Urn fad Yew with Cypreſs throw, $ 
And all our ſtock of Tears and Sighs beſtow. 

Han. For ever, brighteſt of the kind, farewel, 

Who wert too worthy ; therefore early fell. 

As the young Phoenix does in ſacred Myrrhe 

His Fathers Duſt to the Suns Temple bear, 

So in Fames:'Houſes ſhalt-thou Honour'd be, 

And every God ſhall have a grain of thee. 

Mah. Since Glory with her laſt breath ſhe profeſt, 
May wiſh'd Dominion widen all your Breaſt. 

Han. Haſte, haſte, Maherd&al, and freſh Levies make; 5. 
Honour that did but now calm Slumbers take, | C 
Shall like the'Ocean in a Tempeſt wake : 

We'll paſs new Alpes, new Conſuls overthrow, 
To Rome with far more dreadful Armies go ; 
Forcing the Appian-and Emilian way, 

To the Suburra we'l purſue the Fray ; 

Nor ſtop till Ro/a/inrda's Statue crown'd, 


Sits in the Capitol with Gods Enthron'd, f Exeunt. 


"Scipio, X. Maſſiniffa, Lelius, & 

Scip. I grieve, brave Prince, fo often todeny ; 
She muſt a Captive be, or ſhe muſt die. 

K. Mgf. T know ſhe muſt, if you will haye it fo; 
But Pardon may be granted to a Foe: 
O ſpare. her then; as you wou'd be forgiven | 
- At your laft hour, when you prepare for Heayea.'\ 

Scip. Learn to ask Bleſlings ; thoſe you ſhall not want : ' 
This is a Curſe which, I can never grant, - 
Like one, who, in a burning Fever lies, 
_ And begs for Water, if he yo he dies: © = 
? , 


f 
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1 like a wiſe Phyſitian, thwart your Will, 
And vanquiſh your diſtemper with my $kill. 


K. M2/. For the Gods ſake, for Friendſhip, Glory, Love, 


By all that's good below, or bleſt above, 

Let not at laſt my well-taught Courage droop 
Break not the Heart, which you have foſtred up.. 
Oh Sophonisba /! Give her to my Prayers, 
To theſe faſt-riſing ſighs, and falling tears : 

No other Crown I ask as Valours due, 

For all that I have done, or all that I ſhall do. 
Lo, at your Knees, behold a Monarch fall ; 

Yet more, your Friend, and then I have ſaid all. 

Scip, Let not your Paſſion Royalty degrade ; 

Riſe, valiant Prince, I've thought of what you ſaid. 
And as your Friend my temper cannot keep, 
Mourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep: 
Curſe Roman Tyranny, and wiſh you were 
For ever joyn'd with that unhappy Fair. 
K. Maſ. Oh you have bleſt me! 
Scip. . Maſiniſſa, ſtay ; 
You only heard what Friendſhip. bid me fay: 
But as Rome's Conſul, and the Lord of Power, 
I now command you never ſee her more, 
Unleſs the view to her, may fatal be; 
This is my laſt immutable Decree.. 

K. Maſ.. Is your feign'd pity come to this 2 your tears 
Falſer then thoſe which Egyprs Monſter wears? . 
Tyrannick Rome / Barbarous are all thy Laws; 

Have I for this, in thy accurſed Cauſe, 

Starv'd Life, by Javiſhing her precious food, 

My Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood, | v 
Fought till TRampiers made of Bodies round; . 2 Sul 


So mark'd with Fate, that I appear'd one wound, 

Yet rais'd thy bleeding Eagles from the ground 2 
Scip. Think go.more onit;\ her Memory forget: 
K, Maſ. Cut.me to Rrpnp tear my; Soul 


In every, ſmalleſt-Particle of me, 


You ſhall the form of Sophonicha ſee: 
All like my Soul, and all-in every part ; 
Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding 1in-my Heart. | 


\ 
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| Hannibal's Overthrow. 
Scip. Lelius, ſecure the Queen, 
K, Maſ. Stay, Lelins, ſtay ; 
I've done, my Lord, and will your Power obey : 
The Queen ſhall die, on a Kings word ſhe ſhall; 
She mult a Victim for the Empire fall, 
How am I now 2 
Scjp, For - loſs, 
Your Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs, 
For your late Gallantry at Zama ſhown, 
Kind Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 
Salutes you King. Now all your griefs defiz ; 
Thus we embrace thee as our brave Allie. 
Give your grief truce - thus prais'd, and thus adorn'd, 
Let all the Beauties of the Earth be ſcorn'd: [Extt. 
K. Maſ. Scorn'd be your Glory more, and Roman Pride, 
While I in Winding-ſheets embrace my Bride. 
For 'tis decreed that we muſt never part, 
We'll be one Spirit, as' we're now one Heart : 
Traverſe the glittering Chambers of the Sky, 
Born in a Cloud, in view of Fate Ile lie ; 
And preſs her Soul, while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. 
Men, My Lord, if you would hear. 
K. Maf. What canſt thou fay ? 
Mex. Reaſon's a Rebel when high Paſſions ſway. 
K, Ma}. And ſuch art thou; yer ſpeak, what ſhall I do? 
Inſtruct me to be greatly falſe, or true. | 
Men. The Queen muſt die. 
K, Maſ. Ha! muſt > no more. 
Men. She to the Gods is given, or Roman Power. 
K. Maſ. Neither ; the ſhall notdie; nor ſhall ſhe live 
The Romans Slave; Til give her a Reprieve. - 
AMen. But how ? 
K. Maſ. Why thus: I'll kill my ſelf, kill thee, 
Rome, Carthage, all the World ; and then ſhe ſhall live free. 
Men. Glory or Beauty 'tis ordain'd you loſe. 
K. Maſ. O Rome | Oh Heaven ! both equally my foes : 
Was ever Heart thus miſerably torn ? 
Wereever woes like mine ſo calmly born? 
From the Contagion of my troubles take 
As much as might the: Spring a Winter make, 
H 2 Freeze 
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F reeze the hot-Blood'of a Crawn'd'Conquerour, : 


Damp the wiſh'd joys of a young Bridal pair; 

Yet then I ſhall have more-than Man can bear, 

Men. When Virtue thus opprefs'd, Mankind does fee, 

What fearful dreaming fool will pious be? 

Martyrs no more ſhall Racks or Flames require, 5» - 

Nor dying wiſh ; but only Life deſire, C 

To murder Prieſts, and Temples ſet on Fire. 

K. Maſ. Why, ye Immortal Gods, is all this care? 

Why do you drive your Creatures to deſpair 2 

Had I upon my Throne fate King of Fears, 

The Orphan wrong'd, or drunk the Widows Tears ;. . 

Had I brav'd Heaven by ſome outragious fin, 

For-theſe afflitions there had reaſon been : 

But *czs all well, I no injuſtice have; | 

The Gods but take the Being which they gave. 

Menander, haſte, two Bowls with Poyſon fill ; 

And, when I call, like Fate, come farth, and kill. 
Men, 'Tis a dread deed to which you urge my Hand: 
K. Maſe. It's glorious too : diſpute not iny command, 
Men, I'll not preſume to fathom your deep thought ; 

But ſtraight your Will ſhall by your Shve be wrought. 
K, Ma}. Love and Ambition have th@r utmoſt done, 

'Twas Love altur'd,. Ambition led me on. 

Like a. raſh Boy, who a ſteep Mountain climbs, 

Big with brave thoughts of reaching Heaven betimes, 

And pufts and blows, and mighty pains he takes, 

Plies all his ſtrength, and much ado he makes ; |. 

But having reach'd the top, he views aloof 

The fancied Heaven, and all the' painted roof. 

So did Ambition draw me. with a wile, 

And fleeting Love my towring hopes beguile. [E#3t. 


Enter Sophonisba. 


Triumphant voices rend the Ecchoing Ground, 

And to the Heavens the Trumpets Clangors ſound ; 

Yet I no news of Maſiniſſa hear : 

Shou'd he be lain, which I with Reaſon fear, 14:2 2a 
' Moſt 


Soph. The Conſul is return'd with Conqueſt Crown'd '$ 


OO OO ———_ —— 
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Hannibal's Overthrow: 
Moſt loſt of Women; deſperate, untlone, 


| 


What couldſt thou do z what Gods would'ſt thou attone? 


Abhorr'd, thou muſt to a Roe repair, 

. And all the cruelties of bondage bear. 
No, Sophonisba ; think what'thon haſt been, 
The Miſtreſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen; 
If thou muſt fall, bravely refign thy Breath, | 
And be above the Romany in thy Death, 


Enter King Maſliniſla. 
Oh, my lov'd Lord! are you then come at laſt 2 
Are you alive? and do I hold you faſt ? 
K, Maf. Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than my Life, 
The faireſt Miſtreſs, and the gentleſt Wife ! 
So great and Glorious, Emperours envy thee ; 
And art fo good, that the Gods envy me. 
They ſent thee here, but as an Angel-ſcout, 
With a ſhort lightning view, to gaze, and out : 
Torments of Hell, and Racks of deſtiny |! 
Thou muſt, oh that I live to ſpeak it ! die. 
Soph. Bleſt-ſound ! we ſhall not then to Rome be led; 
But ſolemn Triumphs have in honours Bed. 
This laſt Alarm my drooping Spirits chears, 
As. when the Warrior his lov'd Trumpet hears, 
His Martial Blood begins to warm apace, = * 
And boyls, and fluſhes in his kindling Face, | 
And much he longs to ftrivein Glories Race. | 
Speak Death again, my Guard and ſure Defence 
It bears a mighty ſound, and mighty ſenſe. 
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K. Maf. O keep thee there, now while thy Virtues glow, 


And dart Divinity, Ill give the blow. 
Come forth, Menander, with thoſe fatal bowls, | 
Whoſe Juice, though it the Body's force Controls, © 
Revives the Mind, and flakes the thirſt of Souls. 


Enter Menander, with two' Bowls. 
Give me the draught. 20 

Soph. What means my Royal Love 2 

K. Maſ. By your. bright ſelf, by all the Powers above, 
No Angels Eloquence my Soul ſhall move. 
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| ..Sophonisba: Or, 
To die with thee, and thy dear hooour'fave ; 
What greater Glory: cou'd -the Ambitious have ? © 
*Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. 
Not but that in the Agonies of breath, 
I tremble when I think upon thy Death. 
Soph. Thou beſt of Men, whoſe Fame where-e're it flies, 
Shall draw up bleeding Hearts and weeping Eyes, 
Let not your Soul tremble for me ; for I 
Can fear no Torment, but to ſee'you die. 
K, Maſ. Then cheerfully ler's go; here's tro my Love, 
And to our meeting with the bleit above. [Drinks. 
Soph. Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand dees ſhake, 
Or the freſh ſpringing Blood my Cheeks forſake. 
Undaunted to my Lips the Draught I lift, 
'Tis to my Lord, this is his Nuptial Gift. [Drinks 
K. Maſ. Menander, faithful Confident farewell, 
Haſte, and our ſtory to the Conſul tell. 


On thy Allegiance go wichgþr reply, 
Thou ſhould'tt rejoyce to ſee me bravely die. [ Ex, Men. 
How fares my only Love 2 My firſt, laſt Dear > 
The ſweets of thouſand Springs are blowing here. 
All in thy ſighs! 
Soph. Ah, give your kindneſs o're, 
Or we ſhall Tive, and feel the Roman Power. 
Methought Death touch'd me with a chilling pain; 
but your warn Kiſſes ſhot through every Vein - 
A kinder heat, and. kindled Life again. 
K. Maſ. Thus let us launch into Erernity : 


Sink in Death's bottomleſs and boundleſs Sea : 


Like drowning Friends, liak'd in Embraces faſt, 
Our'Arms, Love's Nets, about each other caſt. 
* Soph. , What could long. life, or Empire, give like this - 
K. Mof. Thy Love is Empire, and eternal bliſs, 
Soph.-1 go, where ſhall we meet ? [ Dies. 
K. Maf. The Gods can tell. 
Heaven's Peace, and golden ſhumbers with thee dwell. [Dzes, 


| Enter Scipio, Lelius, a»d Menander. 
Men. See there, Great Sir, the effe&s of your raſh Doom, 
The Victims you have offered up to Rome. 
| : Let. 
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Lel. What cruel Eyes could pity here refrain, 
Beholding two. ſuck Royal Lovers flain> 

$:ip. Theſe unexpetted Obje&s ſo.amaze 
My Reaſon, I couldever on 'emt gaze. 
Since thou, molt great and lovely Prince 
War's Marches Scipgo ſhall no logger. tread :.. "= 


With C arthage Peace we'll inſtantly conclude, 8 UP . 
Which, hadſt thou liv'd, our Arms might have ſubdu'd;.”. 
To Rome our Drooping Eagles then ſhall ſteer, .... | 
Where after tireſome honours, we'll repair: -\ 5.1 1 oe; 
To ſome ſmall Village, LeJius, 'thon and 1; . -.\._ .. 
And ſtudy not to live, but how todie. , ..* x + 
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PROLOGUE to the 2niverfity of OXFORD. 
Written by J. Dryden, Eſquire, = 


HESPIS, the firſt Profeſſour of our Art, 
At Countrey Wakes ſug Ballads in a Cart : "on 
To prove this true, if Latin be no treſpaſs, v\\ 
Dicitur & Plauſtris, vexifle Poemata Theſpis. TI 
But E(chylus; ſays Horace, in ſome Page, 
Was the firſt Mountebank, Ore trod the Stage : 
Tet Athens never knew your learned Sport 
Of toſſing Poets in 'a Temnis-Court : 
But "tis the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, 


Still ro be plotting: ſome New. Reformation ;, . © © at "a6 So 
And ſome years hence, if Anarchy goon, on ae 0) 
Jack Presbyter will here ereft his Throne, ANCE 

Knock, out a Tub with Preaching once». a Day, . . + » . MY ans 
And every Prayer be longer than a Play: ge SE 
Then all you Heathen Wits ſhall 20 #0 Por,” =. rc aa 
For disbelieving of 6+ Popiſh Plot * \, LOI OBELS BAY way X 
Nov ſhould we want the Sentence t6 depart, OA UWN5 ONS [- MN 


Even in our firſt Original, « Cart. 1 z 0283, IU 
Occham, Dun, Scotus, re VI EN0P"ds ene BY SW wh 
As chief a Arad. Ono; i Nh 71 i iQ 
And Ariſtorle, for te IS I EPELIIAR 
Some ſay he calPd RY dag Piſes* _ IVA : 
Which by ſome little help of "De#atzony TO aunt ns ON 
Shall thence calPd a Pipe of\Hhiſpiratioh, 111936 ) 40 LDv0 wal 
Tour wiſer Fudgments farther-penetfare; oo $4 
Who late found out one Tart ama, f the barll abias ninsth ov 
This is our comfort, none. Ore ery'd us down, 


- But who diſliked both Biſhop ang « Crown. EPILIGUE 
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EPILOGUE Cones beloidih er eoPing 
| at OX FORD. 


O this Pearn C4 Mialheies' gia —# we ſabnit 

At once ogr AB ul 6 our Poets Wit, 

© Whoſe ſhades we?) plen?d vo theſe an's Seats repair, 
| To hear the- Mafes freathe their Native Air : 

Free from the partial Eenſare of the Town, 

Where ſenſeleſs FafFi#% urs the Pier dows:: 

Where fluttering Heftors o# the Yizard fall. 

One half oth' Play they fpend mm miſe and bob c 
Sheep ont the reſt, then-wake, and damn-+t-a1l. 

To you the lgbour d Scene is better known, 

In whith nd Poets bave excell'd your own : 

When ſome fat d Ftero' on the Stage is ſeen, 

Tou ftraight refleft, ſuch was bis God-like meen ; 

To ſuch extent did his vaſt Congueſts _ 

He reign 'd thus glorious, thus untimely fell : 

Knowing th Original, you t the Copy praiſe, 

And Crown the Artiſt with deſerved Bays, 

Thus to their Merits we our Poets leave, 

But for our ſelves your milder .C -enfure crave, 

That all defefts ?th Aﬀtion you'd impute 

7”. our firaitned Stage, [tis ours, the Womens ſuit : 
The Gown to Beauty never" was unkind, + - © 

But form'd by that th Idea's -of the Mind; " 

Twas from the Schools<var”firft Reſpetts we gain'd, 

Who of our Sex their Sciences have: feign d..... 
Thus were the Muſes, thus the"Grazes dreſs \ | 
Ard Plato thus his Vertuardags, ex | 
We know what's due to Sophonisba's Fane,” 

And more to Refalinda's* ge Wo: 3 e- wn ef = < hx 
Nor can we wholly ignort##? uppear 1 Jo £1550090 


of theſe Learr'd Linguga 1 ph Bir yd 


Be not ſurpriz'd i L ne 4 \ ts wo) 1 ed « i 
| And Ovid's or ultus pong 2qi4 » vl gong Wd” a 
} Or paſs from Virgils Latours fnexs,.\ St : 09 | 
[{ 7o Menin acide then PtWeiade Avhilteos. - RY ONT SS CAT! 
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